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This volame of selections from tiie poems of Matthew 
Arnold is intended primarily as a subject for lessons 
on English Literature, and it is in some sense iiDiform 
with the annotated poems of Tennyson already pub- 
lished, though the notes here are much less full. There 
is too much thought^ too much philosophy of life in 
Arnold's poems to make them profitable reading for 
the very young ; but it is conceived that for both boys 
and girls in the higher forms of schools they are admir- 
ably suitable, and may serve both to cultivate taste and 
to awaken reflection. 

In regard to the selection, some will perhaps criticise 
the exclusion of Sokrab and Eushtm. About this I can 
only say that I sincerely regret it, but it was necessary 
from considerations of space to choose between this and 
Balder Lead, and it seems to me that the latter is more 
suited for the purpose. 

The Introduction supplies an outline of the author's 
life, including a short bibliography of his poems, and 
then some general remarks on their qualities and char- 
acteristics. In these last I am conscious of having 
sometimes adopted the expressions of Mr. Hugh Walker, 

V 
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vi PE&1>'ACE. 

whose Greater Vlctffrian Poels has a sympathetic account 
of Matthew Arnold. In the Notes will be found further 
appreciation of particular poems, with illuBtration from 
the author's published letters and from other sources. 
Afi to the commentary, it is inevitable that in such 
cases the editor should seem to some readers too often 
to explain the obvious, and needlessly to paraphrase 
good verse into bad prose. He can only plead that 
he haa endeavoured to be useful Possibly also it may 
be thought that too much space has been given to the 
explanation of local allusions in The Scholar-Gipsy and 
in Tkyrsis; but here it may be said that the infor- 
mation givMi is all derived from personal knowledge, 
and some of it at least will probably be interesting 
botb to those who know and to those who do not 
know the locality. 
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INTRODUCTION. 



Matthew Arnold vas the oldest son of Thomas 
Arnold. He was born at Laleham, near Stamee, 
December 24th, 1822, and bis father became bead- 
master of Rugby in 1828. He was at school for a 
short time at Winchester, and then (1837-1841) at 
Kugby. He won a Balliol scholarship in 1840, and 
went into reeidonce at Oxford in the autumn of I84I. 
As an undergraduate he was both distinguished and 
popular. He won the prize for English verse with a 
poem on 'Cromwell,' and though he did not read hard 
enough to obtain a first-class in the schools, he was 
elected a Fellow of Oriel in 1845. Here he became 
intimate witii Clongh, to whom he was much attached 
as a friend, though he does not seem to have cared much 
for his poetry. In 1847 he became private secretary to 
Lord Lansdowne, and in 1 849 he published anonymously 
a volume of poems. The Strayed Eeveller and other Poems, 
hy A, which had not a very wide circulation but was at 
once recognized by a cultivated few as much above the 
ordinary level. This indeed it might well be, for besides 
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X INTRODUCTION. 

I'he Strayed Reveller it contained Mycermus, The Forsaken 
Merma/n, The Sick King in Bokhara, the lines To a, Qipsy 
Child on the Seashore, The New Sirens, and Besignatim, 
not to mention other pieces of less note. The poet, 
in fact, appears in this volume almost completely 
developed. There may be found in it examples, and 
good examples, of all his poetical styles (for The 
Forstdem Merman is more of an elegiac than a narra- 
tive poem), and we can clearly see in it the author's 
conceptions of life. The readers of it found "a sensi- 
bility and an inward experience intensely modem, 
expressed with a luminousness and a perfection of form 
that was purely Greek." In 1851 Arnold married, and 
about the same time he accepted an appointment as 
Inspector of Schools, In 1852 there appeared a second 
small volume, Frnpedocles on. Etna and other Poems, by A, 
containing, besides Evtpedodes, Tristram and Isevlt, Faded 
Jjeaves, The Ymiih of Nature, The Youth of Man, MordUy, 
A Summer Night, The Buried Life, Lines VTrUlen mi 
Kensington Gardens, Stanzas in Memory of the Avihar of 
"Obermanm," and other smaller pieces. This volunie 
was withdrawn, as the author says, "before fifty copies 
had been sold," apparently because he was dissatisfied 
with Empedodes on. Etna; and in the next year, 1853, 
■ there appeared Poems hy Matthew Arnold, which included 
Kt&ny of the poems which had already appeared, and a 
few more, especially Sohrdb and Rastwn and The Schalas-- 
Gipsy. In 1 855 was published Poems by Matthew Arnold: 
Second Series, which contained Balder Dead and a fresh 
instalment of poems from the two anonymous volumes. 
Two years later appeared Merope, a drama on J;he model 
of a Greek tragedy. 
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INTRODUCTION. xi 

In 1857 he was elected Profesaor of Poetry at Oxford, 
and was re-elected for asecond term of tire years in 1862. 
In 1859 he was sent as Commissioner to inquire into the 
state of elementary education in France, Germany, and 
Holland; and again in 1865 to report upon the pro- 
visioDS for secondary education in the same countries. 
Middle class education was, in his mind, the one thing 
needed above all others in England, and there is no 
doubt that by his work on these Commissions, and 
also by his reports as Inspector of Schools, he did great 
service to the cause of education generally. 
< In 1865 he published a volume of critical essays 
{Essays in Gritidsm), which were recognized as placing 
him in the first rank of literary critics. 

Two years later appeared another volume of poetry. 
New Poems by Mattiiew Arnold, 1867. In this volume 
EmpedocUs on Etna was republished at the request of 
Robert Browning, and there was also included ThyrsU, 
Stanzas from Oamac, A Sovihem Night, Rughy Chapel, 
Obennann Once More, Saint Brandan, and other poems, 
including some excellent sonnets. After this he only 
occasionally wrote in verse, but he published several 
volumes of prose criticism on literary and religious 
subjects, the excellence of which has perhaps caused his 
poetry to be for the present less highly appreciated than 
it deserves. 

A collected edition o^^is poems was first published 
in 1869 and again in 1^7 and 1886, and finally "a 
new and complete edij^ffi " in one volume in 1890. He 
died rather suddenly at Liverpool, on Sunday, April 
15th, 1888. 

Matthew Arnold is not a popular poet: his style is to<^ 



xii INTRODUCTION". 

severely classical ; he ia too reticent in the expreBsion 
of emotion and too seriously reflectiTe to attract any 
but the thoughtful reader. He is his oirn heal critic, 
and has fewer &ults and redundancies of style than any 
of the contemporary poets. Hia productions are polished 
gems, and he never loses the sense of proportion or the 
self-restraint which belongs to the artist. At the same 
time, his poems are full of his own personality ; and of 
the various forms which he adopted, the lyric and the 
elegiac were the best suited to him. He had no apti- 
tude for the dramatic form, and although some of his 
narrative poems arc good, they hardly can be said to 
attain the level of the best of his other work. It has 
been justly said that he is perhaps the first of English 
elegiac poets. The mood of plaintive reflection exactly 
suite him. "He does not concentrate sorrow on the 
individual, but widens his view to human life in general 
. . . Nowhere else is he so uniformly good." 

Poetry, according to Arnold, is the " criticism of life," 
and the poet ought, therefore, to have a philosophy 
clearly thought out in his own mind, and underlying all 
his utterances. The philosophy of life which is con- 
tained in these poems is not unlike that of the ancient 
Stoics. All true happiness is from within, and to seek 
within his own bosom for an inward good, to possess his 
soul in peace, while practising resignation in regard to 
outward things, is all that the wise man can do. There 
is a light to be attained, fugitive indeed but gracious : 
there is a good which can be gained, but not by outward 
striving. The turmoil of the world does not help to any 
' end that is worth aiming at: the true soul of man dwells 
apart from the tumult, and this is the 'Palladium' 
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INTRODUCTION. xiii 

vrhich rules our life; while it lasts we cannot wholly 
end, 

"And when it taile, fight aa we will, we die." 
We are only half fitted for the labours and the pleasures 
of life, and hence we can be satisfied fully with neither : 



And yet, he argues, we must not allow ouTBelves to be 
duped into the belief that we shall one day inherit an 
existence in which our desires will be fully satisfied : if 
happiness has so often eluded us here, this should teach 
us rather to moderate our desires than to fly to dreams 
of boundless bliss. The poet expresses his own philo- 
sophy through the mouth of Empedocles in stanzas 
which testify to the strong influence which the philo- 
sophy of Goethe had over him : 

' ' Once read th; own breast right. 

And thou haat done with feani ; 
Man gets no other light, 

Search he a thousand years. 
Sink in thyself ! there aak what ails thee, at that ahrine I 

" We woald have inward peace. 

Yet will not loc* within ; 
We would have misery ceaee, . 

Yet will not cease from sin) 
We want all pleasant ends, bat will use no harsh means. 

"We do not what we ought. 

What we ought not, we do, 
And lean upon the thought 

That chance will bring us throngh ; 
But our own acts, for good or ill, are mightier powers. 
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" Yet even w^ien man forsakes 

All exa, — IB jiut, it pore. 
Abandons all which makes 

His welfare Inseoare, — 
Other existences there are, that clash with 01 



" Streams will not curb tfaeir pride 

The just man not to entomb, 
Nor lightnings go aside 

To give his virtues room j 
Nor ia that wind less rongh which blows a good man's barge." 



If we Tould have the calm of nature, we must live self- 
poised and self-dependent, aa the (tars and the sea, not 
demanding that other things outside ourselves should 
yield us love or sympathy: 

"Bounded by themselves, and nnFegardfnl 

In what state God's other works ma; be. 

In their own tasks all their powers pouring : 

These attain Uie might; life you see." 

Se^-IhpeTidetice. 

And yet our life cannot be altogether like theirs, for 
in a certain sense Man must begin where Nature ends j 
the divine strife of duty is not hers, the earnestness 
of effort is not upon her brow, and yet it is in this 
that Man finds his highest hopes of good. 

Matthew Arnold is a poet of Nature in the same 
sense as Wordsworth, and he has the same attitude 
of contemplation. Natural scenery impresses him 
vividly, and there is a truth and completeness about 
his pictures which can hardly he surpassed. At the 
same time he is influenced most by the peace, Ihe 

DigniodD, Google 



INTBODIJCnON. XV 

quiet working, and the w^mparnt.ivA jiamnanftiirfi of 
rhiin£ft rff Viiimnn things. Subdued "l^lSfitfl fr"' ^'"'' 

fiiyouritfli^ mist cather— 41h»- -brigbtoeBs, moorligbt 
ra ther than aanlig ht. It ia in the _grey attfielmi^ 
morning that he makes ua^ see .the Tartar eamp at the 
opening o7 Sohrab and Ruslum ; in the moonlight that 
the princely pair in The Ckwch of Brm are imagined to 
wake, that the poet traverees the eilent streets of Cettc, 
and gazes again in later years on the calm Mediter- 
ranean beyond its lagoons, that he thinks to begin the 
quest of the Scholar-Oipsy or looks out on the full tide 
of Dover Beach ; it ia amid the spent lights that quiver 
and gleam about the sea-caves that he imagines the 
human wife of his Merman to sit and listen to the 
far-off bella. And so also of sounds : he has ears rather 
for the ' tremulous cadence slow ' of the retreating tide 
or for the quiet murmur of the 'Midland deep,' than 
for the advancing thunder and roar of the tempest. 

Picturesqueness of description and of simile is a 
marked characteristic of Arnold's poetry, and as ex- 
amples we may note especially the successive scenes 
of The Strayed Readier, the beautiful pictures in the 
concluding part of The Church of Stou and in The 
Forsaken Merman, as well as the truthfulness of the 
natural scenery in BeHgnaMon, in The Sckolar-Oipgy, 
and in Thifrm. Of Thyrsis, he says himself, "The 
images are all from actual observation," and this we 
may readily believe of most of the descriptions in his 
other poems. In the matter of similes the author is 
content with a resemblance of a general kind or in 
some particular point without that elaborate aptness 
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xvi INTRODUCTION. 

of detail which ia aimed at by some modern poets. 
His description of the scene introduced for comparison 
haa often a Homeric simplicity, and the simile once 
conceived acquires for the poet an independent interest 
of its own, apart from its use for illustration. Take, 
for example, the simile of the diver in Sokrab and 
Rnstum: 

" And dear as the wet diver to the eyee 
Of his pule wife who waits and weeps on shore, 
By sandy Bahrein, in tlie Peruan Gnlf, 
Plongiug all day in the blue waves, at night. 
Having made up his tale of precious pearls, 
Rejoins her in their hat npon the Bands — 
So dear t« the pale Persians Rnstum came." 

Here the resemblance is in one point only, the welcome 
to one whose coming relieves from fear, but there the 
comparison ceases ; the fear ia not of the same bind in 
the two cases and the circumstances are in no other 
way parallel, yet we have the picture in fiill. So 
in the simile of the eagle that has lost his mate, the ' 
resemblance is only in the one point of loss of which 
the sufferer is unconacious, yet the simile extends over 
some twenty lines and has a picturesquenees and pathos 
of it£ own, which is almost independent of the scene 
by which it ia suggested. So alao in Balder Dead, 
Part IL, 1. 91 ff., 

" Bat u when cowherds in October drive 
Their kine across a snowy mountain-pass 
To winter-pasture on the southern side. 
And on the ridge a waggon chokes the way, 
Wedged in the snow ; then painfully the hinds 
With goad tuid ahouting urge their cattle past, 
Plnnging through deep nntrodden banks of snow 
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Vo right and left, and warm steam fills tbe air- 
So on the bridge tbat damsel block'd the way." 

This aurely is a Boore poetical use of simile than the 
method which aima at exact correBpondence of detail. 
But apart from the more fiilly vorked-out paBsages 
of description, Arnold ia often very felicitous in his 
condensed pictures, phrases which surest a scene 
vpithout completely describing it, as in The Scholar- 
Gipsy, 

" those wide fields of breezy grass, 
Where blauk-wing'd awallowa haunt the glittering Thames"; 

in Thyrsis, 

" And that sweet city with her dreaming spires"; 

in Dover Beach, 

" down the vast edges drear 
And naked shingles of tbe world." 

Often, too, he expresses a pregnant thought in language 
which impresses it on the mind and gives it currency 
on the tongue, as in Morality, 

" tasks in hours of insight will'd 
Oui be through hours of gloom fulfill'd," 

or the characteristic maxim, repeated so often in various 
forms, 

" The aids to noble life are all within,' 

or the prayer, 

" Calm, oohn me more 1 nor let me die 
Before I have begun to live," 
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The chief criticiam which is to be made upon his 
poetical performance ie that it w not always sufficiently 
spontaneouB. He is not one of those who sing because 
they must. Often he is more like one who has thonght 
out his thoi^hts first and then set himself deliberately 
to give them a poetical form, than one to whom verse 
is the most natural vehicle of expression. The ex- 
ceptions are chiefly to be found in such lyrics as The 
Sirayed Eevdler, where he la directly under the influence 
of the Greek spirit, and in the best of the elegies — The 
Scholar-Gipsy, Thyras, A Southern Night, and Rftghy 
Chapel. He probably at last decided for himself that 
prose was the form of expression most suited to his 
genius, and in the laat twenty years of his life he wrote 
only a few occasional poems. Closely connected with 
this is the want of complete harmony in his verse. 
Id short, with all his poetical merits, we cannot place 
Matthew Arnold among the few greatest masters of 
English verse, Nevertheless, he has his own high 
qualities as a poet : his thought is interesting and 
elevated, his language is dignified, and there is a 
special distinction about bis style which suggests a 
classical model, even where none perhaps was directly 
before his mind. Both as a poet and as a prose writer 
he has bequeathed to the English race things which 
it will not willingly allow to die. 
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EARLY POEMS. 



QUIET WORK 

Onb lesson, Nature, let me learn of thee, 
One leasoa which in every wind is blown, 
One lesson of two duties kept at one 
Though the loud world proclaim their enmity — 

Of toil UDseTer'd from tranqnillitj ! 
Of labour, that in lasting fruit outgrows 
Par noisier schemes, accompliah'd in repose. 
Too great for haste, too high for rivalry ! 

Yes, while on earth a thousand discords ring, 
Man's fitful uproar mingling with his toil. 
Still do thy sleepless ministers more on. 

Their glorious tasks in silence perfecting ; 
Still working, blaming still our vain turmoil, 
lAbonrers that shall not fail, when man is gone. 
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EARLY POEMS. 



THE CHURCH OF BROU. 



Down the Savoy valleys souudiDg, 

Echoing round this castle old, 
Itlid the distant mountain-chalete 

Hark ! what bell for church is toli'd ? 

In the bright October morning 
Savoy's Duke had left his bride. 

From the castle, past the drawbridge, 
Flow'd the hunters' merry tide. 

Steeds are neighing, gallants glittering ; 

Gay, her smiling lord to greet, 
From her mullion'd chamber-casement 

Smiles the Duchess Marguerite, 

From Vienna, by the Danube, 
Here she came, a bride, in spring. 

Now the autumn crisps the forest ; 
Huntera gather, bugles ring. 

Hounds are puUing, prickers swearing, 
Horses fret, and boar-apears glance. 

OSl — They sweep the marshy foresto. 
Westward, on the side of France. 

Hark ! the game's on foot ; they scatter I— 

Down the forest-ridings lone, 
Furious, single horaeraen gallop 

Hark ! a shout—* crash— a groan 1 
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THE CHUBCH OF BBOU. 

Pftle and breathleaa, came the huatera ; 

On the turf dead lies the boar — 
God 1 the Duke lies stretch'd beaide him, 

Senseless, welteriug in bis gore. 

In the duU October evening, 

Down the leaf-strewn forest-road, 
To the castle, past the drawbridge, 

Came the hunters with their load. 
In the hall, with Bconces blazing. 

Ladies waiting round her seat. 
Clothed in smiles, beneath the dale 

Sate the Duchess Margnerite. 
Hark 1 below the gates nnbamng ! 

Tramp of men and quick commands ! 
" — Tia mj lord come back from hunting—" 

And the Duchess claps her hands. 
Slow and tired, came the hunters — 

Stopp'd in darkness in the court 
" — Ho, this way, ye l^gard hunters ! 

To the hall! What sport) What sport)' 
Slow they enter'd with their master ; 

In the hall they laid him down. 
On his coat were leaves and blood-stains. 

On his brow an angry frown. 
Dead her princely youthful husband 

lAy before his youthful wife. 
Bloody, 'neath the flaring sconces — 

And the sight froze all her life. 

In Vienna, by the Danube, 
Kings hold revel, gallants meet. 

Gay of old amid the gayest 
Was the Duchess Marguerite. 
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Id Yienna, bj the Danube, 
Feast and dance ber youth beguiled. 

Till that hour she never sorrow'd ; 
But from then she never smiled. 

'Mid the Savoy mountain vaileya 

Far from town or haunt of man, 
Stands a lonely church, unfinish'd, 

Which the Ducheaa Maud began ; 

Old, that Ducheas atern began it, 

In gr&y age, with palsied bands ; 
Bnt she died while it was building. 

And the Church unfinish'd stands — 

Stands as erat the builders left it, 

When she sank into her grave ; 
Mountain greensward paves the chancel. 

Harebells flower in the nave. 

"—In my castle all is sorrow," 
Said the Duchess Marguerite then ; 

" Guide me, some one, to the mountain t 
We will build the Church again,"— 

Sandall'd palmers, faring homeward, 
Austrian knights from Syria came. 

" — Austrian wanderers bring, warders ! 
Homage to your Austrian Dame." — 

From the gate the warders answer'd : 
"^Gone, knights, is she you knew ! 

Dead our Dnke, and gone his Duchess ; 
Seek her at the Church of Brou !"— 

Austrian knights and march-worn palmers 
Climb the winding mountain-way — 

Beach the valley, where the Fabric 
Rises higher day by day. 
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THE CHUECH OF BROU. 

Stones are sawing, hammers ringing ; 

On the work the bright sun shines, 
In the Savoj mountain-meadows. 

By the stream, below the pines. 

On her palfrey white the Duchess 

S&te and watch'd her working train- 
Flemish caiTers, Lombard gilders, 
German masons, smiths from Spain. 

Clad in black, on her white palfrey, 

Her old architect beside — 
There thej found her in the mountains. 

Mom tuid noon and eventide. 

There she sate, and watch'd the builders, 
Till the Church was roof d and done. 

Last of all, the builders rear'd her 
In the nave a tomb of stone. 

On the tomb two forma they sculptured, 

Lifelike in the marble pale — 
One, the Duke in helm and armour ; 

One, tlie Duchess in lier veil. 

Bound the tomb the carved stone fretwork 

Was at Easter-tide put on. 
Tlieii the Duchess closed her labours ; 

And she died at the St. John. 



'iSht Chnrrh. 

Upok the glistening leaden roof 

Of the new Pile, the sunlight shines ; 

The stream goes leaping by. 
The hills are clothed with pines sun-proof ; 
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'Mid bright green fields, below the pmes 

Stands the Chnrcb on high. 
What Church is this, from men aloof?— 
'Tis the Church of Brou. 

At sunriae, from their dewy lair 
Crossing the stream, the kine are seen 

Bound the wall to stray — 
The churchyard wal! that clips the square 
Of open hill-sward fresh and green 

Where last year they lay. 
But all things now are order'd fair 
BoDnd the Church of Brou. 

On Sundays, at the matin>chime, 
The Alpine peasants, two and three, 

Climb up here to pray ; 
Burghers and dames, at summer's prime, 
Ride out to church from Chambery, 

Dight with mantles gay. 
But else it is a lonely time 
Bound the Church of Brou. 

On Sundays, t«o, a priest doth come 
From the wall'd town beyond the pass, 

Down the mountain-way ; 
Aud then you hear the organ's hum. 
You hear the white-robed priest say mass. 

And the people pray. 
But else the woods and fields are dumb 
Bound the Church of Brou. 

And after church, when mass ia done, 
The people to the nave repair 
Round the tomb to stray ; 
Aud maryel at the Forms of stone, 
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And praise the chiseird broideries n 

Then thej drop away. 
The princely Pair are left altme 
In the Church of Brou. 



Sthe 'SHomb, 

So rest, for ever rest, O princely Pair I 
In your high church, 'mid the stilt moantain-air, 
Where horn, and honnd, bud vassals, never come. 
Ouly the blesaed Saints are smiling damb, 
From the rich painted windows of the nave, 
On aisle, and transept, and your niivble grave ; 
Where thou, young Prince ! shalt never more arise 
From the fringed mattress where thj Duchess lies, 
On autumn -mornings, when the bugle Bounds, 
And ride acrosa the drawbridge with thy hounds 
To hunt the boar in the crisp woods till eve ; 
And thou, Princess t shalt no more receive, 
Thou and thy ladies, in the hall of state. 
The jaded hunters with their bloody freight, 
Coming benighted to the castle-gate. 

So sleep, for ever sleep, O marble Pair ! 
Or, if ye wake, let it he then, when fair 
On the carved western front a flood of light 
Streams from the setting sun, and colours bright 
Prophets, transfigured Saints, and Martyrs brave, 
In the vast western window of the nave ; 
And on the pavement round the Tomb there glints 
A chequer-work of glowing sapphire-tinte. 
And amethyst, and ruby — then unclose 
Tour eyelids on the stone where ye repose, 
And from your broider'd pillows lift your heads, 
And rise npou your cold white marble beda ; 
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And, looking down on the warm rosy tiate, 

Wbich chequer, at your feet, the illumined fliDts, 

Say : What is thU ? we are m hiist—forgiven— 

Bshold the pavement of the courts of Heaven 1 

Or let it be on autumn nights, when rain 

Doth ruatlingly above jour heads complain 

On the smooth leaden roof, and on the walls 

Shedding her pensive light at intervals 

The moon through the clere-story windows shines, 

And the wind washes through the mountain-pines. 

Then, gazing up 'mid the dim pillars high, 

The foliaged marble forest where ye lie, 

Hush, ye will say, it is etemUy ! 

This is the glimmering verge of Seaven, and these 

The columns of the heavenly palaces I 

And, in the sweeping of the wind, your ear 

The passage of the Angels' wings will hear, 

And on the lichen-crusted leads above 

The rustle of the eternal rain of love. 



EEQUIE8CAT. 

Strew on her roses, roses. 
And never a spray of yew ! 

In quiet she reposes ; 
Ah, would that I did too 1 

Her mirth the world required ; 

She bathed it in smiles of glee. 
But her heart was tired, tired. 

And now they let her be. 

Her life was tnming, turning, 
la mazes of heat and sound. 

But for peace her soul was yearning, 
And now peace laps her round. 
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Her cabiii'd, ample spirit, 

It fluttered and fail'd for breath. 
To-night it doth inherit 

The vasty hall of death. 



TO A GIPSY CHILD BY THE SEA-SHOSK 



Who taught thia pleading to unpractised eyeef 

Who hid auch import in an infant's gloom ? 

Who lent thee, child, this meditative guiae 1 

Who masa'd, round that slight brow, theae clouds of doom ! 

Lo ! sails that gleam a moment and are gone ; 
The swinging waters, and the cluater'd pier. 
Not idly Earth and Ocean labour on. 
Nor idly do these sea-birds hover near. 

But thou, whom superfluity of joy 

Wafts not from thine own thoughts, nor longings vain, 10 

Nor wearineas, the full-fed soul's annoy — 

Remaining in thy hunger and thy pain ; 

Thou, drugging pain by patience ; half averse 
From thine own mother's breast, that knows not thee ; 
With eyes which sought thine eyea thon didat converse, 
And that aoul-searcbing vision fell on mc. 

Glooms that go deep as thine I have not known : 

Moods of fantastic sadnesa, nothing worth. 

Thy sorrow and thy calmness are thine own : 

Glooms that enhance and glorify this earth. 20 

What mood wears like complexion to thy woe 1 
His, who in mountain glens, at noon of day. 
Sits rapt, and hears the battle break below J 
—Ah ! thine was not the shelter, but the fray. 
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Some eiile's, mindful how the paat was glad 1 
Some angel's, in an alien planet bom ? 
— No exile's dream was ever half ho sad, 
Nor any angal'B sorrow bo forlorn. 

Is the calm thine of stoic souls, who weigh 

Life well, and find it wanting, nor deplore ; i 

But in disdainful silence turn away, 

Stand mute, self-centred, stem, and dream no more ? 

Or do I wait, to hear some gray-hair'd king 
Unravel all his many-coloor'd lore ; 
Whose mind hath known all arts of governing, 
Mused much, loved life a little, loathed it more ! 

Down the pale cheek long lines of shadow slope. 
Which years, and curious thought, and suffering give. 
— Thou hast foreknown the vanity of hope, 
Foreseen thy harvest — yet proceed'at to live. 

meek anticipant of that sure pain 

Whose Bareness gray-hair'd scholars hardly learn '. 
What wonder shall time breed, to swell thy strain ? 
What heavens, what earth, what sun ahalt thou discern 1 

Ere the long night, wliose stillness brooks no star, 
Match that fuuereal aspect with her pall, 

1 think, thou wilt have fathoni'd life too far, 
Have known too much or else forgotten alL 

The Guide of our dark steps a triple veil 

Betwixt our senses and our sorrow keeps ; i 

Hath sown with cloudless passages the tale 

Of grief, and eased us with a thousand sleeps. 

Ah ! not the nectarous poppy lovers use. 
Not daily labour's dull, Lethatan spring. 
Oblivion in lost angels can infuse 
Of the soil'd glory, and the trailing wing, 
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And thongb thou gletw, what strenuoiiB gleaners may, 
In the throng'd fields where winning comes by strife ; 
And though the just sun gild, an mortals praj'. 
Some reaches of thy storm-rext stream of life ; 6( 

Thongh that blank sanshine blind thee ; thongh the cloud 
That aever'd the world's march and thine, be gone ; 
Though ease dulls grace, and Wisdom be too proud 
To halve a lodging that was all her own — 

Once, ere the daj decline, thou shalt discern, 
Oh once, ere night, in thy success, thy chain ! 
Ere the long evening close, thou ahalt return, 
And wear this majesty of grief again. 
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BALDEB DEAD. 



So on the door lay Balder dfsad ; and round 
Lay thickly strewn aworda, axes, darts, and spears, 
Which all the Goda in sport had idly thrown 
At fialder, whom no weapon pierced or clove ; 
But in his breast stood fixt the fatal bough 
Of mistletoe, which Lok the Accuser gave 
To Hoder, and unwitting Hoder threw — 
'Gainst that alone had Balder's life no charm. 

And all the Goda and all the Heroes came, 
And stood round Balder on the bloody floor, 
Weeping and wailing ; and Valhalla rang 
Up to its golden roof with sobs and criea ; 
And on the tables stood the untasted meats, 
And in the horns and gold-rimm'd skulls the wine. 
And now would night have fall'n, and found them yet 
Wailing ; but otherwise was Odin's will. 
And thus the Father of the ages spake : — 

" Enough of tears, ye Gods, enough of wail ! 
Not to lament in was Valhalla made. 
If any here might weep for Balder's death, 
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I most might ^eep, his father ; each a son 

I lose to-day, so briglit, saloxed a God. 

But he has met that doom, which long ago 

The NoniigB, when his mother bare him, spun, 

And fate set seal that so his end must be. 

Balder has met his death, and ye survive — 

Weep him an hour, but what can grief avail 1 

For ye yourselves, ye Gods, shall meet your doom, ■' 

All ye who hear me, and inhabit Heaven, 

And I too, Odin too, the Iiord of all. 

But oure we shall not meet, when that day comes, 

With women's tears and weak complaining cries — 

Why should we meet another's portion so 1 

Rather it fit« you, having wept your hour. 

With cold dry eyes, and hearts composed and stem, 

To live, as erst, jour daily life in Heaven. 

By me shall vengeance on the murderer Lok, 

The foe, the accuser, whom, though Qods, we hate, 

Be strictly cared for, in the appointed day. 

Meanwhile, to-morrow, when the morning dawns, 

BringjwQod to the seaahore to Balder's ship. 

And on the deck build high a fuueral-pile, 

And on the top lay Balder's corpse, and put 

Fire to the wood, and send him out to sea 

To bom ; for that is what the dead desire." 

So spake the King of Gods, and straightway rose, 
And mounted his horse Sleipner, whom he rode ; 
And from the hall of Heavenhe rode away 
To Lidskialf, and sate upon his throne. 
The mount, from whence his eye surveys the world. 
And far from Heaven he tum'd hia shining orbs 
To look on Midgard, and the earth, and men. 
And on the CQnjmJogXiapps he bent his gaze 
Whom antler'd reindeer pull over the snow ; 
And on the Finns, the gentlest of mankind. 
Fair men, who live in holes under the ground ; 
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Nor did he look once more to Ida's pl&in, 
Nor tow'rd Talhalla, and the sorrowing Gods ; 
For well he knew the Gods would heed hia word. 
And cease to mourn, and think of Baldet^s pyre. 

But in Valhaila all the Gods went back 
From around Balder, all the Heroes went ; 
And left hia body stretch'd upon the floor. 
And on their golden chairs thej sate again, 
Beside the tables, in the hall of Heaven ; 
And before each the cooks who served them placed 
New meeaes of the boar Serimnerls fieeh, 
And the VaJkyrieH crowned their horoa with mead. 
So they, with pent-up hearts and tearless eyes, 
Wailing no more, in silence ate and drank. 
While twilight fell, and sacred night came on. 

But the blind Hoder left the feasting Gods 
In Odin's hall, and went through Asgardstreetfl, 
And past the haven where the Gods have moor'd 
Their ships, and through the gate, beyond the wall ; 
Though sightless, yet his own mind led the God. 
Down to the margin of the roaring sea 
He came, and sadly went along the sand, 
Between the waves and black o'erhanging cli& 
Where in and out the screaming seafowl fly ; 
Until he came to where a guUy breaks 
Through the cliff-wall, and a fresh stream runs down 
From the high moors behind, and meets the sea. 
There, in the glen, Fensaler stands, the house 
Of Frea, honoured mother of the Gods, 
And shows its lighted windows to the main. 
There he went up, and pass'd the open doors ; 
And in the hall he found those women old. 
The prophetesses, who by rite eteme 
On Frea's hearth feed high the sacred fire 
Both night and day ; and by the inner wall 
Upon her golden chair the Mother sate. 



Digniod., Google 



BALDBR DEAD. 

With folded hands, rexclciiig things to come- 
To her drew Hoder near, and spake, and said :— 

"Mother, a child of baJ.e thoq bar'st in me < 
For, first, thou barest me with blinded eyes, 
Sightleas and helpless, wandering weak in Heaven ; 
And, after that, of ignorant witless mind 
Thou barest me, and nnforeseeing soul ; 
That I alone must take the branch from Lok, 
The foe, the accuser, whom, though Gods, we hate. 
And cast it at the dear-loved Haider's breast 
At whom the Gods in sport their weapons threw— 
'Gainst that alone had Haider's life no charm. 
Now therefore what to attempt, or whither fly. 
For who will bear m j hatefnl sight in Heaven ? 
Can I, O mother, bring them Balder back 1 
Or — for thou k how's! the fates, and things allow'd— 
Can I with Hela'a power a compact strike. 
And make exchange, and give mj life for his J" 

He spoke : the mother of the Gods replied : — 
" Hoder, ill-fated, child of bale, my son, 
Sightless in soul and eye, what words are these? 
That one, long portion'd. with his doom of death, 
Should change his lot, and fill another's life, 
And Hela yield to this, and let him go I 
On Balder Death hath laid her band, not thee ; 
Nor doth she count this life a price for that. 
For many Gods in Heaven, not thou alone. 
Would freely die to purchase Balder back. 
And wend themselves to Hela's gloomy realm. 
For not so gladsome is that life in Heaven 
Which Gods and heroes lead, in feast and fray, 
Waiting the darkness of the final times, 
That one should grudge its loss for Balder's soke. 
Balder their ]oy, so bright, bo loved a God. 
But fate withstands, and laws forbid this way. 
Yet in my secret mind one way I know, 



DigniodD, Google 



Ifi NARRATIVE POEMa 

Nor do I judge if it shall win or fail ; 

But much must s^ilfbe tried, which Bhall but fail." II 

And the blind Hoder aiuwer'd her, and said ; — 
" What waj is this, mother, that thou show'at ? 
Is it a matter which a God might try ?" 

An d straight the mother of the Gods replied : — 
" There is a road which leads to Hela's realm. 
Untrodden, lonely, far from light and Heaven. 
Who goes that way must take no other horse 
To ride, but Sleipner, Odin's horse, aloue. 
Nor must he choose that common path of Gods 
Which every day they come and go in Heaven, 1' 

Cer the bridge Bifroat, where is Heimdall's watch, 
I^t Midgard fortress, down to earth aud men. 
But he must tread a dark untravell'd road 
Which branches from the north of Heaven, and ride 
Nine days, nine nights, toward the northern ice, 
Through valleys deep-eiigulph'd, with roaring streams. 
And he will reach on the tenth mom a bridge 
Which spans with golden arches Giall's stream, 
Not Bifrost, but that bridge a damsel keeps, 
Who tells the passing troops of dead their way 11 

To the low shore of ghosts, aud Hela's realm. 
And she will bid him northward steer his course- 
Then he will journey through no lighted land, 
Nor see the sun arise, nor see it set ; 
But he must ever watch the northern Bear, 
Who from her frozen height with jealous eye 
Confronts the Dog and Hunter in the south. 
And is alone not dipt in Ocean's stream. 
And straight he will come down to Ocean's strand- 
Ocean, whose watery ring enfolds the world. If 
And on whose marge the ancient giants dwell. 
But he will reach its unknown northern shore. 
Far, far beyond the outmost giant's home. 
At the chiuk'd fields of ice, the waste of snow. 
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And he muat fare across the dismal ice 
North'ward, until he meets a stretching wait 
Barring his way, and in the wall a grate. 
But then he must dismount, and on the ice 
Tighten the girths of Sleipuer, Odin's horse. 
And make him leap the grate, and come within. 
And he will see stretch round him Hela's realm. 
The plains of Niflheim, where dwell the dead, 
And hear the roaring of the streams of HelL 
And he will see the feeble, shadowy tribes, 
And Balder sitting crown'd, and Hela's throne. 
Then must he not regard the wailfnl ghosts 
Who all will flit, like eddjing leaves, around ; 
But he mnat straight accost their solemn queen, 
And paj her homage, and entreat with prayers. 
Telling her all that grief they have in Heaven 
For Balder, whom she holds by right below ; 
If haply he may melt her heart with words, 
And make her yield, and give him Balder back." 

She spoke ; but Hoder anawer'd her and said :— 
* " Mother, a dreadful way is this thou show'st ; 
No journey for a sightless God to go !" 

And straight the mother of the Gods replied : — 
"Therefore thyself thou shalt not go, my son. 
But he whom first thou meetest when thou com'xt 
To Asgard, and declar'st this hidden way. 
Shall go ; and I will be his guide unseen." 

She spoke, and on her face let fall her veil. 
And bow'd her head, and sate with folded hands, 
But at the central hearth those women old. 
Who while the Mother spake had ceased their toil, 
Began again to heap the sacred fire. 
And Hoder tum'd, and left hia mother's house, 
Fensaler, whose lit windows look to sea ; 
And came again down to the roaring waves. 
And back along the beach to Asgard went, 
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Pondering on that which Frea said should be. 

But night came down, and darken'd Asgard Btreeta : 
Then from their loath 6d_f casta the Qoda arose, 
And lighted torches, and took up the corpse 
Of Balder from the floor of Odin's hall. 
And laid it on a bier, and bare him home 
Through the fast-darkening streets to his own house, 
3reida,blik>. on whose columns Balder graved 
The enchantments that recall the dead to life. 
For wise he was, and manj curious arts, 2 

Postures of runes, and healing herbs he knew ; 
Unhappy I but that art he did not know, 
To keep bis own life safe, and see the sun. 
I^ere to his hall the Qods brought Balder home, 
And each bespoke him as he laid him down : — 

"Would that ouraelves, O Balder, we were borne 
Home to our halls, with torchlight, bj our kin. 
So thou might'st live, and still delight the Gods I " 

They spake ; and each went home to his own house. 
But there was one, the first of all the Oods S 

For speed, and Henuod was his name in Heaven ; 
Most fleet he was, but now he went the last. 
Heavy in heart for Balder, to his house. 
Which he in Asgard built him, there to dwell. 
Against the harbour, by the city-wall. 
Him the blind Hoder met, as he came up 
From the sea cityward, and knew his step ; 
Nor yet could Herrood see his brother's &ce, 
For it grew dark ; but Hoder touch'd his arm. 
And as a spray of honeysuckle flowers S 

Brushes across a tired traveller's face 
Who shuffles through the deep dew-moisten'd dust, 
On a May evening, in the darken'd lanes, 
And starts him, that he thinks a ghost went by — 
So Hoder brush'd hy Hermod's side, and said : — 

" Take Sleipner, Hermod, and set forth with dawn 
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To Hela's kingdom, to ask Balder back ; 

And they ehall be thj guides, who have the power." 

He spake, and brash'd soft by, and diaappeared. 
And Hermod gazed into the night, and said : — 

" Who is it utters through the dark hia heet 
So quickly, and will wait for no reply? 
The voice was like the unhappy Hoder's voice. 
Howbeit I will see, and do his heat ; 
For there rang note divine in that comroand." 

So speaking, the fleet-footed Hermod came 
Home, and lay down to sleep in hie own house ; 
And all the Gods lay down in their own homee. 
And Hoder too came home, distraught with grief. 
Loathing to meet, at dawn, the other Oods ; 
And he went in, and shut the door, and fixt 
His sword upright, and fell on it, and died. 

But from the hill of Lidskialf Odin rose, 
The throne, from which his eye surveys the world ; 
And mounted Sleipner, and in darkness rode 
To Asgard. And the stars came out in heaven. 
High over Asgard, to light home the King. 
But fiercely Odin gallop'd, moved in heart ; 
And swift to Asgard, to the gate, he came. 
And terribly the hoofs of Sleipner rang 
Along the flinty floor of Asgard streets, 
And the Gtods trembled on their golden beds 
Hearing the wrathful Father coming home — 
For dread, for like a whirlwind, Odin came. 
And to Valhalla's gate he rode, and left 
Sleipner ; and Sleipner went to his own stall ; 
And in Yalhalla Odin laid hiin down. 

But in Ereidablik, Nanna, Haider's wife. 
Came with the Goddesses who wrought her will. 
And stood by Balder lying on his bier. 
And at his head and feet she station'd Scalds 
Who in their lives were famous for their song ; 



0;yGOOglC 



20 NARRATIVE POEMS. 

These </er the corpse intoned a plaintive strain, 
A dirge — and Nanna and her train replied. 

And far into the night tbej wail'd their dii^e. 
But when their souls were satisfied with wail. 
They went, and laid them down, and Nanna went 
Into an npper chamber, aiid lay down ; 
And Frea seal'd her tired lids with sleep. 

And 'twas when night is bordering hard on dawn. 
When air is chilliest, and the stars sunk low ; 
Then Raider's spirit through the gloom drew near, 
In garb, in form, in feature as he was. 
Alive ; and still the rays were roood his head 
WliJch were his glorious mark in Heaven ; he stood 
Over against the curtain of the bed, 
And gazed on Nanna as she slept, and spake : — 

" Poor lamb, thou sleepeat, and forgett'st thy woe ! 
Tears stand upon the lashes of thine eyes. 
Tears wet the pillow by thy cheek ; but thou, 
Like a young child, hast cried thyself to sleep. 
Sleep OD ; I watch thee, and am here to aid. 
Alive I kept not far from thee, dear soul I 
Neither do I neglect thee now, though dead. 
For with to-morrow's dawn the Gods prepare 
To gather wood, and build a fuuerat-pile 
Upon my ship, and bum my corpse with fire, 
That sad, sole honour of the dead ; and thee 
They think to burn, and all my choicest wealth, 
With me, for thus ordains the common rite. 
But it shall not be so ; but mild, but awift, 
But painless shall a stroke from Frea come, 
To cut thy thread of life, and free thy soul, 
And they shall burn thy corpse with mine, not thee. 
And well I know that by no stroke of death, 
Tardy or swift, would'st thou be loath to die, 
So it restored thee, Nanna, to my side, 
Whom thon so well hast loved ; but I can smooth 

DigniodD, Google 



BALDER DEAD. 

Thy way, and this, at least, my prayers avail 

Yes, and I fain would altogether ward 

Death from thy head, and with the Gods in Heaven 

Prolong thy life, though not by thee desired — 

But right bars this, not only thy desire. 

Yet dreary, Nanna, ia the life they lead 

In that dim world, in Hela's mouldering realm ; 

And doleful are the ghosts, the troops of dead, 

Whom Hela with austere control presides. 

For of the race of Gods is no one there, 

Save me alone, and Hela, solemn queen ; 

And all the nobler aoula of mortal men 

Od ba.ttle-field have met their death, and now 

Feast in Valhalla, in my father's hall ; 

Only the inglorioua sort are there below. 

The old, the cowards, and the weak are there — 

Men spent by sickness, or obscure decay. 

But even there, Nanna, we might find 

Some solace in each other's look and speech. 

Wandering together through that gloomy world, 

And talking of the life we led in Heaven, 

While we yet Hved, among the other Gods." 

He apake, and straight bis lineaments began 
To fade ; and Nanna in her Bleep stretch'd out 
Her anus towards him with a cry— but he 
Mournfully shook his head, and disappear'd. 
And as the woodman sees a little smoke 
Hang in the air, afield, and disappear. 
So Balder faded in the night away. 
And Nanna on her bed sank back ; but then 
Frea, the mother of the Gods, with stroke 
Painless and swift, set free her airy soul. 
Which took, on Balder's track, the way below ; 
And instantly the sacred mom appear'd. 
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II. 
JoQtnts to Iht jitab. 
Forth from the east, up the ascent of Heaven, 
Day drove his courser with the shining mane; 
And in T&lhalla, froqi his gable-perch, 
The golden-crested cock begau to crow. 
Hereafter, in the blackest dead of night. 
With shrill and dismal cries that bird shall crow, 
Warning the Oods that foee draw nigh to Heaven ; 
But uow he crew at dawn, a cheerful note, 
To wake the Oods and Heroee to their tasks. 
And all the Gods, and all the Heroes, woke. 
And from their beds the Heities rose, and donn'd 
Their arma, and led their homes from the stall, 
And mounted them, and in Talh&lla's court 
Were ranged ; and then the daily fray began. 
And all day long they there are hack'd and hewn, 
'Mid dust, and groans, and limbs lopp'd off, and blood ; 
But al! at night retnm to Odin's hall, 
Woundless and fresh ; such lot is theirs in Heaven. 
And the Talkyries on their steeds went forth 
Tow'rd earth and fights of men ; and at their side 
Skulda, the youngest of the Nomiee, rode ; 
And over Bifrost, where is Heimdall's watch. 
Past Midgard fortress, down to earth they came ; 
There tiirongh some battle-field, where men fall fast. 
Their horses fetlock-deep in blood, they ride, 
And pick the bravest warriors out for death. 
Whom they bring back with them at night to Heaven 
To glad the Gods, and feast in Odin's hall. 

Bat the Gods went not now, as otherwhile, 
Into the tilt-yard, where the Heroes fought, 
To feast their eyes with looking on the fray ; 
Nor did they to their judgment-place repair 
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hy the ash Igdrasil, in Ida's plain. 

Where they hold council, and give laws for men. 

But iiiej went, Odiu first, the rest behind, 

To the hall Gladbeim, which is built of gold ; 

Where are in circle ranged twelve golden chairs, 

And iu the midst one higher, Odin's throne. 

There all the Gods id silence sate them down ; 

And thus the Father of the ages spake :— 40 

" Go quickly, Gods, bring wood to the seashore, 
With all, which it beseems the dead to have. 
And make a funeral-pile on Balder's ship ; 
On the twelfth day the Gnda shall bum his corpse. 
But Hermod, thou take Sleipner, and ride down 
To Hela'a kingdom, to ask Balder back." 

So said he ; and the Gods arose, and took 
Axes and ropes, and at their head came Thor, ' 
Shouldering his hammer, wbicli the giants know. 
Forth wended they, and drave their steeds before. 50 

And up the dewy mountain-tracks they fared 
To the dark forests, in the early dawn ; 
And up and down, and side and slant they roam'd. 
And from the glens all day an echo came 
Of crashing falls ; for with his hammer Thor 
Smote 'mid the rocks the lichen-bearded pines, 
And bnrat their roots, while to their tops the Gods 
Made fast the woven ropes, and haled them down. 
And lopp'd their boughs, and clove them on the sward. 
And bound the logs behind their steeds to draw, 60 

And drave them homeward ; and the snorting steeds 
Went straining through the crackling brushwood down, 
And by the darkling forest-paths the Gods 
Follow'd, and on their shonlders carried boughs. 
And they came out upon the plain, and pass'd 
Aagard, and led their horses to the beach. 
And loosed them of their loads on the seashore, 
And nmged the wood in stacks by Balder's ship ; 
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And every God went home to his own house. 

But when the Gods were to the forest gone, 
Hermod led Sleipner from ValhalJa forth 
And saddled him ; before that, Sleipner brook'd 
No meaner hand than Odin's on his mane. 
On hia broad back no lesser rider bore ; 
Yet docile now he stood at Hermod's side, 
Arching his neck, and glad to be bestrode. 
Knowing the God they went to seek, how dear. 
But Hermod mounted him, and sadly fared 
In silence up the dark untravell'd road 
Which branches from the nortb of Heaven, and went 
All day ; and daylight waned, and night came ou. 
And all that night he rode, and journey'd so. 
Nine days, nine nights, toward the northern ice, 
Through valleys deep-engulph'd, by roaring streams. 
And on the tenth mom he beheld the bridge 
Which spans with golden arches GialPs stream. 
And on the bridge a damsel watohing arm'd, 
In the strait passage, at the farther end. 
Where the road issues between walling rocks. 
Scant space that warder left for pasaers by ; — 
But as when cowherds in October drive 
Their kine across a snowy mountain -pass 
To winter- pasta re on the southern side, 
And on the ridge a waggon chokes the way, 
Wedged in the snow ; then painfully the hinds 
With goad and shouting urge their cattle past. 
Plunging through deep untrodden banks of snow 
To right and left, and warm steam fills the air — 
So on the bridge that damsel hlock'd the way. 
And qneetion'd Hermod as he came, and said :— 

" Who art thou on thy black and fiery horse '> 
Under whose hoofs the bridge o'er Giall's stream 
Rumbles and shakes ? Tell me thy race and home. 
But yestermom five troops of dead pass'd by, 
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Bound on their way below to Hela's realm. 
Nor shook the bridge bo much as thou alone. 
And thou haat flesh and colour on thy cheeks, 
Like men who live, and draw the vital air ; 
Mor lootat thon pale and wau, like men deceased, 
Souls bound below, my dMly passerB here." 

And the fleet-footed Hermod answer'd her : — 
" damael, Hermod am I call'd, the Bon 
Of Odin ; and my high-roofd house is built 
Far hence, in Asgard, in the city of Gods ; 
And Sleipner, Odin'a horse, is this I ride. 
And I come, sent this road on Balder's track ; 
Say then, it be hath eroaa'd thy bridge or no 1" 

He spake ; the warder of the bridge replied ; — 
"O Hermod, rarely do the feet of Gods 
Or of the horses of the Gods resound 
Upon my bridge ; and, when they cross, I know. 
Balder hath gone this way, and ta'en the road 
Below there, to the north, tow'rd Hela's realm. I 
From here the cold white mist can be disceni'd, 
Norjit with sun, but through the darksome air 
By the dim vapour-blotted light of stars. 
Which hangs over the ice where lies the road. 
For in that ice are lost those northern streams, 
Freezing and ridging in their onward flow, 
Which from the fountain of Tei^eimer ran, 
The spring that babbles up by Hela's throne. 
There are the joyless seats, the haunt of ghosts, 
Hela's pale swarms ; and ^h^re was Balder bound. 
Bide on ! pass free 1 but he by this is there." 

She spake, and stepp'd aside, and left him room. 
And Hermod greeted her, and gallop'd by 
Across the bridge ; then she took post again. 
But northward Hermod rode, the way below ; 
And o'er a darksome tract, which knows no son, '- 
But by the blotted light of stars, he fiired.. , .. 
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And he came down to Ocean's northern etnind, 

At the dre&r ice, beyond the giant«' home. 

Thence on he joumey'd o'er the fields of ice 

Still north, until he met a stretching vall 

Barring his way, and in the wall a grate. 

Then he dismounted, and drew tight tlie girttaa, 

Ou the smooth iee, of Sleipner, Odin's horse, 

And made him leap the grate, and came within. 

And he beheld spread roliiid hini Hela's realm. 

The plains of Nillheim, where dwell the dead, 150 

And heard the thunder of the streams of Hell. '' 

For near the wall the river of Roaring flowa, 

Outmost ; the others near the centre run — 

The Storm, the Abyss, the Howling, and the Pain ; 

These flow by Hela's throne, and near their spring. 

And from the dark flock'd up the shadowy trib^ ; — 

And as the swallows crowd the bulrush-beds ''/ 

Of some clear river, issuing from a lake. 

On autumn-days, before they cross the sea ; 

And to each bulrash-erest a swallow hangs 160 

Quivering, and others skim the river-streams, 

And their quick twittering fills the banks and shores — 

So around Hermod swarm'd the twittering ghosts. 

Women, and infants, and young men who died 

Too soon for fame, with white ungraven shields ; 

And old men, known to glory, but their star 

BetrayM them, and of wasting age they died, 

Not wounds i yet, dying, they their armour wore. 

And now have chief regard in Hela's realm. 

Behind flock'd wrangling up a piteous crew, 170 

Greeted of none, disfeatured and forlorn — 

Cowards, who were in sloughs iuterr'd alive ; 

And round them still the wattled hurdles hung. 

Wherewith they stamp'd them down, and trod them deep. 

To hide their shameful memory from men. 

But all he pass'd unhail'd, and reach'd the throne 
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Of Hela, and saw, near it Balder crown'd. 
And Hala sat thereon, with countenance Btem, 
And thus beapake him firat the Bolemn queen : — 

" Unhappy, how hast thou endured to leave 
The light, and joumej to the cheerless land 
Where idly flit about the feeble abades I 
How didat thou cross the bridge o'er Giall's stream. 
Being alire, and come to Ocean's shore } 
Or bow o'erleap the grate that bars the n^all 1 " 

She spake : but down off Sleipner Hermod aprang, 
And fell before her feet, and claap'd her knees ; 
And spake, and mild entreated ber, and said : — 

" O Hela, wherefore should the Gods declare 
Their erranda to each other, or the wnya 
They go ? the errand and the way is known. 
Thou know'st, thou know'at, what grief we have in Hea' 
For Balder, whom thou hold'st by right below. 
Beatore him ! for what part fulGls he here) 
Shall he shed cheer over the cheerless seats. 
And touch the apathetic ghoste with joy ? 
Not for auch end, O queen, thou hold'at thy realm. 
For Heaven was Balder bom, the city of Goda 
And Heroes, where they live in light and joy. 
Thither restore him, for hia place is there 1 " '. 

He spoke ; and grave replied the aolemn queen : — 
" Hermod, for he thou art, thou eon of Heaven I 
A strange unlikely errand, sure, is thine. 
Do the Goda send to me to make them blest} 
Small bliss my race bath of the Gods obtained. 
Three mighty children to my father Lok , 
Did Angerbode, the giantess, bring forth— 
Fenris the wolf, the Serpent huge, and me. 
Of these the Serpent in the sea ye cast. 
Who since in your despite hath wax'd amain, i 

And now with gleaming ring enfolds the world ; 
Me on this cheerlwa nether world ye threw, 
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And gave me nine unlighted realma to rule ; 

While on hia island in the lake afar, 

Uade fast to the bored crag, hy wile not strength 

Subdued, with limber chains lives Fenris bound. 

Lok still subsiste in Heaven, our father wise. 

Your mate, though loathed, and feaata iii Odin'a hall ; 

But him too foes await, and netted snares. 

And in a cave a bed of needle-rocks, SSO 

And o'er his visage serpents dropping gali. 

Yet he shall one day rise, and burst his bonds. 

And with himself set us hia offspring free, 

When he guides Muspel's children to their bournft 

Till tlien in peril or in paiu we live. 

Wrought by the Oods — and ask the Gods our aid ! 

Howbeit, we abide our day ; till then. 

We do not as some feebler haters do — 

Seek to aiflict our foes with petty pangs. 

Helpless to better us, or ruin them. 230 

Come then ! if Balder was so dear beloved. 

And this is true, and such a loss is Heaven's — 

Hear, how to Heaven may Balder be restored. 

Show me through all the world the signs of grief I 

Fails bat one thing to grieve, here Balder stops ! 

Let all' that lives and moves upon the earth 

Weep bim, and all that is without life weep ; 

Let Qoda, men, brutes, beweep him ; plants and stones ! 

So shall I know the tost waa dear indeed. 

And bend my heart, and give him back to Heaven." 240 

She spake ; and Hermod answer'd her, and aaid : — 
" Hela, such as thou say'st, the terms shall be. 
Bat come, declare me this, and truly tell ; 
May I, ere I depart, bid Balder hail, 
Or is it here withhetd to greet the dead )" 

He spake, and straightway Hela answered him :— 
" Hermod, greet Balder if thou wilt, and hold 
Converse ; hia speech remains, though he be dead." 
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And straight to Balder Hermod tum'd, and spake : — 
" Even iu the abode of death, O Balder, hail ! i 

Thou hear'st, if hearing, like as speech, is thine, 
The term^of thy releaaement hence to Heaven ; 
. Fear nothing but that all shall be fulfill'd. 
For not unmindful of thee are the Gods, 
Who see the light, and blest in Asgard dwell ; 
Even here they seek thee out, in Hela's realm. 
And sure of all the happiest far art thou 
Who ever have been known in earth or Heaven ; 
Alive, thou wast of Oods the most beloved, 
And now thou sitteet crown'd by Hela's side, S 

Here, and hast honour among all the dead." 

He spake ; and Balder uttei'd him reply, 
But feebly, as a voice far off ; he aaid : — 

" Hermod the nimble, gild me not my death ! 
Better to live a serf, a captured man. 
Who scatters rushes in a master's hall, 
Thau be a crown'd king here, and rule the dead. 
And now I count not of these terms as safe 
To be fulfill'd, nor my return aa sure, 
Though I be loved, and many mourn my death ; i 

For double-minded ever was the seed 
Of Lok, and double are the gifts they give. 
Howbeit, report thy message ; and therewith. 
To Odin, to my father, teke thisjing, 
Memorial of me, whether saved or no ; 
And tell the Heaven-bom Oods how thou hast seen 
Me sitting here below by Hela's side, 
Crown'd, having honour among all the dead." 

He spake, and raised his hand, and gave the ring. 
And with inscnitoble regard the queen 2 

Of Hell beheld them, and the ghosts stood dumb. 
But Hermod took the ring, and yet once more 
Kneel'd and did homage to the solemn queen ; 
Then mounted Sleipner, and set forth to ride 
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Back, througb the astonieli'd tribes of dead, to Heaven. 

And to the wall he came, and fonnd the grate 

lifted, and issued on the fields of ice. 

And o'er the ice he fared to Ocean's strand, . 

And up from thence, a wet and misty road. 

To the arm'd damsel's bridge, and Giall's stream." 2S 

Worse was that nay to go than to retam. 

For him ;— for others all return ia barr'd. 

Nine days he took to go, two to return. 

And on the twelfth mom saw tlie light of Heaven. 

And as a, traveller in the early dawn 

To the steep edge of some great valley comes, 

Through which a river flows, and sees, beneath, 

Clouds of white rolling vapours fill the vale. 

But o'er them, on the farther slope, descries 

Vineyards, and crofts, and pastures, bright with sun — 

So, Hermod, o'er the fog between, saw Heaven. 3( 

And Sleipner snorted, for he smelt the air 

Of Heaven ; and mightily, as wing'd, he flew. 

And Hermod saw the towers of Aagard rise ; 

And he drew near, and heard no living voice 

In Asgard ; and the golden halls were dumb. 

Then Hermod knew what labour held the Gods ; 

And through the empty streets he rode, and pass'd 

Under the gate-houBe to the sands, and found 

The Gods on the sea-shore by BaldeHs ship. 3' 
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^itncral. 
The Gods held talk together, group'd in knots, 
Round Haider's corpse, which they had thither borne ; 
And Hermod came down tow'rds them from the gate. 
And Lok, the father of the serpent, first 
Beheld him come, and to his ueighboor spake ; — 
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"See, here is Hermod, who comes single back '/ 
From Hell ; and shall I tell thee how he seems T 
Like as a fanner, who hath lost his dof;. 
Some mom, at market, in a crowded town — 
Through many streets the poor beast runs in vain, 10 

And foIlowB this man after that, for hours ; 
And, late at evening, spent and panting, falls 
Before a stranger's threshold, not his home, 
With flanks a-tremble, and his slender tongue 
Hangs qaivering out between hie dust-sraear'd jaws, 
And piteously he eyes the pamers by ; 
But home his master comes to hia own farm, 
Far in the country, wondering where he is^ 
So Hermod comes to-day unfolloVd home." 

And straight his neighbour, moved with wrath, replied :— 
"Deceiver ! fair in form, but false in heart 1 SI 

Enemy, mocker, whom, though Oods, we bate — 
Peace, lest our father Odin hear thee gibe I 
Would I might see him snatch thee in his hand, 
And bind thy canase, like a bale, with cords, 
And hurl thee in a lake, to sink or swim ! 
If clear from plotting Ealder's death, to swim ; 
JBnt deep, it thou devisedst it, to drown, 
And perish, against fate, before thy day." 

So they two soft to one another spake. 30 

But Odin look'd toward the land, and saw 
His mesaenger ; and he stood forth, and cried. 
And Hermod came, and leapt from Sleipner down. 
And in his father's hand put Sleipner's rein. 
And greeted Odin and the Gods, and said : — 

"Odin, my father, and ye, Gods of Heaven ! 
Lo, home, having perform'd your will, I come. 
Into the joyless kingdom have I beeu. 
Below, and look'd upon the shadowy tribes 
Of ghosts, and commuoed with their solemn queeu ; 40 
And to yom" prayer she sends you this reply : 
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Shov ker thrmufh all the tuorld the ligns of grwf t 
Fails hut one thing to grieve, there Bidder stops I 
Let Oods, men, brutes, beweep him ; pla/nts and stones ." 
So shall she know your loss wag dear indeed, 
And heTid her heart, and give you Balder back." 

He spoke ; and all the Gods to Odin look'd ; 
And straight the Father of the ages said : — 

" Ye Gods, theae terms may keep another day. 
But now, put on your arms, and mount your steeds, 
And in procession all come near, and weep 
Balder ; for that is what the dead desire. 
When ye enough have wept, then build a, pile 
Of the heap'd wood, and bum hia corpse with fire 
Oat of our sight ; that we may turn from grief, 
And lead, as erst, our daily life in Heaven." 

He spoke, and the Qods arm'd ; and Odin donn'd 
His dazzling corslet and his helm of gold, 
And led the way on Sleipner ; and the rest 
Followed, in tears, their father and their king. 
And thrice in arms around the dead they rode. 
Weeping ; the Hands were wetted, and their arms, 
With their thick-falling tears — so good a friend 
They mourii'd that day, so bright, so loved a God. 
And Odin came, and laid his kingly hands 
On Balder's breast, and thus began the wail : — 

"Farewell, Balder, bright and loved, my son ! 
Ill that great day, the twilight of the Gods, 
When Muspel's children shall beleaguer Heaven, 
Then we shall miss thy counsel and thy arm." 

Thou earnest near the nest, O warrior Thor 1 
Shouldering thy hammer, in thy chariot drawn, 
Swaying the long-hair'd goats with silver'd rein ; K 
And over Balder's corpse these words didst say ; — 

"Brother, thou dwellest in the darksome land, 
And talkest with the feeble tribes of ghoata. 
Now, and I know not how they prize thee there — 
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But here, I know, thou wilt be misa'd and mouru'd. 

For haughty spirits and high wraths are rife 

Among the Oods and Heroes here in Heaven, 

As among those whose joy and work is war ; 

And daily strifes arise, and angry words. 

But from thy iips, Balder, night or day. 

Heard no one ever au injurious word 

To God or Hero, but thou keptest back 

The others, labouring to compose their brawls. 

Be ye then kind, aa Balder too was kind 1 

For we lose him, who smoothed all strife in Heaven." 

He spake, and all the Gods assenting wail'd. 
And Freya iiest came nigh, with golden tears ; 
The loveliest Goddess she in Heaven, by all 
Most honour'd after Frea, Odin's wife. 
Her loDg.ago the wandering Oder took 
To mate, but left her to roam distant lands ; 
Since then abe seeks him, and weeps tears of gold. 
Names hath she many ; Yanadis on earth 
They call her, Freya is her name in Heaven ; 
Sbe in her hands took fialder's head, and spake : — 

"Balder, my brother, thou art gone a road 
Unknown and long, and haply on that way 
My long-lost wandering Oder thou hast met. 
For in the paths of Heaven he is not found. 
Oh, if it be so, teU him what thou wast 
To his neglected wife, and what he is. 
And wring his heart with shame, to hear thy word I 
For he, my husband, left me here to pine, 
Not long a wife, when his unquiet heart 
First drove him from me into distant lands ; 
Since then I vainly seek him through the world, 
And weep from shore to shore my golden tears. 
But neither god nor mortal heeds ray pain. 
Thon only. Balder, wast for ever kind. 
To take my hand, and wipe my tears, and say : 



;,Googlc 



34 NARRATIVE POEMS. 

Weep not, Fret/a, weep no golden teart! 

One day ike wandering Oder mil retitm. 

Or thou wiUjmd Mm in thy faithful tearch 

On tome great road, or retting in an inn. 

Or at a ford, or tleeping by a tree. 

So Balder said ;— but Oder, well I know, 

"iSy truant Oder I shall see no more 

To the world's end ; and Balder now is gone. 

And I am left uncorafortel in Heaven." 

She spake ; and all the Qoddesaee bewaii'd. 
Last from among the Heroes one came near, 
No God, but of the hero-troop the chief— 
Regner, who swept the northern sea with fleets, 
And ruled o'er Denmark and the heathy isles, 
l^VinS^ ; but Ella captured him and slew ; — 
A king whose fame then fiU'd the vast of Heaven, 
Now time obscures it, and men's later deeds. 
He last approach'd the uorpse, and spake, and said :- 

" Balder, there yet are many Scalds in Heaven 
Still left, and that chief Scald, thy brother Brage^ 
Whom we may hid to sing, though thou art gone. 
And all these gladly, while we drink, we hear. 
After the feast is done, in Odin's hall ; 
But they harp ever on one string, and wake 
Remembrance in our soul of wars alone, 
Such as on earth we valiantly have waged, 
And blood, and ringing blows, and violent death. 
But when thou sangeat, Balder, thou didst strike 
Another note, and, like a bird in spring. 
Thy voice of joyance minded us, and youth. 
And wife, and children, and our ancient home. 
Yes, and I, too, remember'd then no more 
My dungeon, where the serpents stung me dead, 
Nor Ella's victory on the English coast- 
But 1 heard Thora laiigh in Gothland Isle, 
And saw my shepherdess, Aslauga, tend 
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Her flock along the white Norwegian beach. II 

Tears started to mine eyea with yearning joy. 
Therefore with grateful heart I mourn thee dead" 

So Begner spake, and all the Heroes groan'd. 
But now the mm had pasa'd the height of Heaven, 
And soon had all that day been spent in wail ; 
But then the Father of the ages said : — 

"Ye Gode, there well may be too mnch of wail 1 
Bring now the gather'd wood t« Balder's ship ; 
Heap on the deck the logs, and build the pyre." 

But when the Gods and Heroes heard, they brought 16 
The wood to Balder's ship, and built a pile, 
Fall the deck's breadth, and lofty ; theu the corpse 
Of Balder on the highest top they laid, 
With Nanna on his right, and on his left 
Hoder, his brother, whom his own hand slew. 
And they set jars of wine and oil to lean 
Against the bodies, and stuck torches near. 
Splinters of pine-wood, aoak'd with turpentine ; 
And brought his arms and gold, and all his stuff. 
And slew the dogs who at his table fed, 17 

And his horse, Balder's horse, whom most he loved. 
And placed them on the pyre, and Odin threw 
A last choice gift thereon, his golden ring, 
lite mast they flst, and hoisted up the sails, . 
Then they put fire to the wood ; and Thor ' 
Set his stout shoulder hard against the stem 
To pnsh the ship through the thick sand ; — sparks ilew 
From the deep trench she plough'd, so strong a Ood 
Furrow'd it ; and the water gargled in. 
And the ship floated on the waves, and rock'd. 16 

But in the hills a strong east-wind arose, 
And came down moaning to the sea ; first squalls 
Ban black o'er the sea's face, then steady rush'd 
The breeze, and fiU'd the sails, and blew the fire. 
And wreathed in smoke the ship stood oat to sea. 
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Soon with a roaring rose the mighty fire. 
And the pile crackled ; and between the 1(^9 
Sharp quivering tongues of flame shot out, and leapt, 
Curling and darting, higher, until they lick'd 
The Bummit of the pile, the dead, the mast, 19 

And ate the shrivelling saila ; but still the ship 
Drove on, ablaze above her hull with fire. 
And the Qods stood upon the beach, and gazed. 
■ And while they gazed, the sun wentjiujil down 
Into the smoke- wrapt sea, and night came on. 
Then the wind fell, with night, and there was calm ; 
But through the dark they watch'd the burning ship 
Still carried o'er the distant waters on, 
Farther and farther, like an eye of fire. 
And long, in the far dark, blazed Haider's pile ; SO 

But fainter, as the stars rose high, it flared, 
The bodies wero consumed, ash choked the pile. 
And as, in a decaying winter'fire, 
A charr'd log, falling, makes a shower of sparks— 
So witli a shower of sparks the pile fell in, 
Reddening the sea around ; and all was dark. 

But the Gods went by starlight up the shore 
To Asgard, and sate down in Odin's hall 
At table, and the funeral-feast began. 
AJl night they ate the boar Serimner's flesh, SI 

And from their horns, with silver rimm'd, drank meftd, 
Silent, and waited for tfee sacred mom. 

And morning over all the world was spread- 
Then from their loath6d feasts the Oods arose, 
And took their horses, and set forth to ride 
O'er the bridge Bifrost, where is HeimdaH's watch. 
To the ash Igdrasil, and Ida's plain ; 
Thor came on foot, the rest on horseback rode. 
And they found Mimir sitting by hia fount 
Of wisdom, which beneath the ashtree springs ; 2i 

And saw the Nornies watering the roots 
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Of that world'Shadowing tree with honey-dew. 
There came the Oods, and sate them dowu on stonea ; 
And thus the Father of the agea said : — 

"Te Oods, the terms ye know, which Hermod brought 
Accept them or reject them ! l3oth.b*'e_cr(Hiiid8- 
Accept them, and they bind iia, unfulflll'd, 
To leave for ever Balder in the grave, 
An iinrecover'd prisoner, shade with shades. 
But how, je Bay, should the fulfihnent fail}— 330 

Smooth sound the terms, and light to be fulfill'd ; 
For dear-beloved was Balder while he lived 
In Heaven and earth, and who would grudge him tears? 
But from the traitorous seed of Lok they come, 
These terms, and I suspect some hidden fraud. 
Bethink ye, Gods, is there no other way ! — / / 
Speak, were not this a way, the way for Oods 1 
If I, if Odin, clad in radiant arms, 
Mounted on Sleipner, with the warrior Thor 
Brawn in his car beside me, and my sons, S40 

All the strong brood of Heaven, to swell my train, 
Should make irruption into Hela's realm, 
And set the fields of gloom ablaze with light, 
And bring in triumph Balder back to Heaven ? " 

He spake, and his fierce sons applauded loud. 
But fVea, mother of the Oods, arose. 
Daughter and wife of Odin i thus she said : — 

"Odin, thou whirlwind, what a threat is this I 
Thou threatenest what transcends thy might, even thine. 
For of all powers the mightiest far art thou, 250 

Lord over men on earth, and Gods in Heaven ; 
Yet even from thee thyself hath been withheld 
One thing^to undo what thou thyself hast ruled. 
For all which hath been fixt, was fixt by thee. 
In the beginning, ere the Gods were bom. 
Before the Heavens were builded, thou didat slay 
The giant Ymir, whom the abyss brought forth, 
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Thou and tliy brethren fierce, the fions of Bor,. 

And cast hia trunk to choke the sbyBual void. 

But of his flesh and members thou didat build S€ 

The earth and Ocean, and above them Heaven. 

And from the flaming world, where Muspel reigns, 

TLou aent'st and fetched'at £re, and madest lights, 

San, moon, and atare, which thou hast hung in Heaven, 

Dividing clear the patha of night and daj. 

And Asgard thou didat build, and Midgard fort ; 

Then me thou mad'st ; of us the Gods were bom. 

Iiaet, walking by the sea, thou fonndest spars 

Of wood, and framed'at men, who till the earth, 

Or on the sea, the field of pirates, sail. 2^ 

And all the race of Ymir thou didst drown, 

Save one, Bergelmer ;— he ou shipboard fled 

Thy deluge, and from him the giants sprang. 

But all that bi-ood thou haat removed far off. 

And set by Ocean's utmost marge to dwell ; 

But Hela into Niflheim thou tbrew'at. 

And gav'st her nine unlighted worlds to rule, 

A queen, and empire over all the dead. 

That empire wilt thou now invade, light up 

Her darkneaa, from her graap a subject tear?— 26 

Try it ; but I, for one, will not applaud. 

Nor do I merit, Odin, thou should'at slight 

Me and my words, though thou he first in Heaven ; 

For I too am a Goddess, bom of thee. 

Thine eldest, and of me the Goda are sprung ; 

And all that is to come I know, but lock ''v 

In mine own breast, and have to none reveal'd. 

Come then I since Hela holds by right her prey. 

But offers terms for his release to Heaven, 

Accept the chance ; thou canst no more obtoin. 2S 

Send through the world thy messengers ; entreat 

All living and unliving things to weep 

For Balder ; if thou huply thus may'st melt 
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Hela, and win the loved one back to Heaven." 

She spake, and on her face let fall her veil. 
And boVd her head, and sate vith folded hands. 
Nor dfd the all-ruling Odin slight her word ; 
Straightway he spake, and thus address'd the Gods ; 

"Go quicklj forth through all the world, and pray 
AH living and unliving things Ui weep 300 

Balder, if haply he may thus be won." 

When the Goda heard, they straight arose, and took 
Their homes, and rode forth through all the world ; 
North, south, east, west, they struck, and roam'd the world, 
Entreating all things to weep Bauer's death. 
And all that lived, and aU without life, wept. 
And aa^in 7Ui.ter, when the frost breaks up. 
At winter's end, before the spring begins. 
And a warm west-wind blows, and thaw sets in — 
After an hour a dripping sound is heard 310 

In all the foreata and the soft-strewn snow, 
"Under the trees is dibbled thick with holes. 
And from the boughs the snowloads shuffle down; 
And, in fields sloping to the south, dark plots 
Of grass peep out amid surrounding snow, 
And widen, and the peasant's heart is glad — 
So through the world was heard a dripping noise 
Of all things weeping to bring Balder back ; 
And there fell joy upon the Gods to hear. 

But Hemiod rode with Niord, whom he took 320 

To show him spits and beaches of the sea 
Far off, where some unwani'd might fail to weep— 
Niord, Uie God of storms, whom fishers know ; 
Not bom in Heaven ; he was in Vanheim rear'd, ''' 
With men, but lives a hostage with the Gods ; 
He knows each frith, and every rocky creek 
Fringed with dark pines, and saTids where seafowl scream^ 
They two scour'd every coast, and all things wept. 
Aud they rode home together, through the wood 
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Of JamTid, which to east of Midgard lies 
Bordering the giants, where the trees are iron ; 
There in the wood before a cave they came. 
Where Bate, in the cave's moiitli, a akinnj hag. 
Toothless and old ; she gibes the paHsera by. 
Thok is she call'd, but now Lok wore her shape ; 
She greeted them the first, and laugh'd, and said : — 

" Te Gods, good lack, is it bo dull in Heaven, 
That ye come pleasuring to Thok'B iron wood ? 
Lovers of change ye are, fastidious spritg9. 
Look, as in some^boor's yard a aweet-breath'd cow, 
Whose manger is stuEPd full of good fresh hay, 
Snuffs at it daintily, and atoops her head 
To chew the straw, her litter, at her feet — 
So ye grow sqaeamislj^Oods, and anifF at Heaven 1 " 

She spake ; but Hermod answer'd her and said :— 
"Thok, not for gibes we come, we come for teara. 
Balder is dead, and Hela holds her prey, 
But will restore, if all things give him tears. 
Begnidge not tbiue 1 to all was Balder dear." 

Then, with a louder laugh, the hag replied : — 
" Is Balder dead 1 and do ye conie for tears ? 
Thok with dry eyes will weep o'er Balder's pyre. 
Weep him all other things, if weep they will — 
I weep him not I let Hela keep her prey." 

She spake, and to the cavern's depth she Sed, 
Mocking ; and Hermod knew their toil was vain. 
And as seafaring men, who long have wrought 
In the great deep for gain, at last come home. 
And towards evening see the headlands rise 
Of their dear country, and can plain descry 
A fire of wither'd furze which boys have lit 
Upon the cliffs, or smoke of burning weeds , 
Out of a tiU'd field inland ; — then the wind 
Catches them, and drives out again to sea ; 
And they go long days tossing up and down 
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Over the grey aea-ridges, and tie glimpse 

Of port they had tnakea bitterer far their toil — 

So the Gods' cross was bitterer for their joy. 

Then, sad at heart, to Niord Eermod spake : — 
" It is the accuser Lok, who flouts ua all 1 
Ride back, and tell in Heaven this heavy news ; 
I must again below, to Uela's realm." 

He spoke ; and Niord set forth back to Heaven. 
But northward Hermod rode, the way below, 
The way he knew ; and traversed. Qiall's stream, 
And down to Ocean groped, and cross'd the ice. 
And came beneath the wall, and found the grate 
Still lifted ; well waa his return foreknown. 
And once more Hermod saw around him spread 
The joyless plains, and heard the streams of HelL 
But as he enter'd, on the extremest bound 
Of Niflheim, he saw one ghost come near. 
Hovering, and stopping oft, as if afraid— 
Hoder, the unhappy, whom his own hand slew. 
And Hermod look'd, and knew his brother's ghost, 
And call'd him by his name, and sternly said : — 

"Hoder, ill-fated, blind in heart and eyes ! 
Why tajriest thou to plunge thee in the gulph 
Of the deep inner gloom, but flittest here. 
In twilight, on the lonely verge of Hell, 
Far from the other ghosts, and Hela's throne f 
Doubtless thou fearest to meet Balder'a voice. 
Thy brother, whom through folly thou didst slay." 

Ge spoke ; but Hoder answer'd him, and aaid ; — 
" Hermod the nimble, dost thou still pursue 
The unhappy with reproach, even in the grave? 
For this I died, and fled beneath the gloom. 
Not daily to endure abhorring Gods, 
Nor with a hateful presence cumber Heaven ; 
And canst thou not, even here, pass pitying by ? 
No less than Balder have I lost the light 
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Of Heaven, and communion with my kin ; 

I too had once a wife, and once a child, 

And substance, and a golden honse in Heaven — 

But all I left of my own act, and fled 

Below, and dost thou hate me even here } 

Balder upbraids me not, nor bates at all. 

Though he haa cause, have ai^ cause ; but he, 

When that with downcast looks I hither came, 

Stretch'd forth his hand, and with benignant voice, ^ 

Wdcrnne, he said, if there be wdcotnt here. 

Broths and fellovhtpoH of Lot witk me ! 

And not to offend thee, Hermod, nor to force 

My hated converse on thee, came I up 

From the deep gloom, where I will now return ; 

But earnestly I long'd to hover uear, 

Not too far off, when that thou earnest by ; 

To feel the presence of a brother Ood, 

And hear the passage of a horse of Heaven, 

For the last time — for here thou com'st no more." ^ 

He spake, and tum'd to go to the inner gloom. 
But Hemiod etay'd him with mild words, and said : — 

"Thon doest well to chide me, Hoder blind I 
Truly thou say'st, the planning guilty mind 
Was Lok's ; the uuwitting hand alone was thiue. 
But Gods are like the sous of men in this — 
When they have woe, they blame the nearest cause. 
Howbeit stay, and be appeased i and tell : 
Site Balder still in pomp by Hela's side. 
Or is he mingled with the uimumber'd dead \ " '. 

And the blind Hoder anawer'd him and apake :-* 
" His place of state remains by Hela's side. 
But empty ; tor his wife, for Nanna came 
Lately below, and join'd him ; and the pair 
Preqnent the still recessea of the realm 
Of Hela, and hold converse undisturb'd. 
But they too, doubtless, will have breathed the balm, 
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Which floate before a visitant from Heaven, 
And have drawn upward to this' verge of Hell," 

He spabe ; and, aa he ceased, a puff i)f_^ibd 4 

Koll'd heavily the leaden mist aside 
Round where they stood, and they beheld two forme 
Make toward them o'er the'atretching cloudy plain. 
And Hermod straight perceived them, who they were. 
Balder and N&nna ; aud to Balder said : — 

"Balder, too truly thou foresaw'st a snare ! 
Lok triumphs still, and Hela keeps her prey. 
No more to Asgard shalt thou come, nor lodge 
In thy own hoQse, Breidablik, nor enjoy 
The love all hear toward thee, nor train up 41 

Foraet, thy son, to be beloved like thee. 
Here must thovi lie, and wait an endless age. 
Therefore for the last time, O Balder, hail !" 

He spake ; and Balder answer'd him, and said ; — 
" Hail and farewell 1 for here thou com'st no more. 
Yet mourn not for me, Herraod, when thou sitt'st 
In Heaven, nor let the other Gods lament, 
Ah wholly to be pitied, quite forlorn. 
For Nanna hath rej'oin'd me, who, of old. 
In Heaven, was seldom parted from my side ; 4t 

And still the acceptance follows me, which crown'd 
My former life, and cheers me even here. 
The iron froWn of Hela is relai'd 
When T draw nigh, and the wan tribes of dead 
Love me, and gladly bring for my award 
Their ineffectual feuds and feeble hates — 
Shadows of hates, but thoy distress them still." 

And the fleet-footed Hermod made reply: — 
" Thon hast then all tlie solace death allows, 
Esteem and function ; and so far is well. 41 

Yet here thou Heat, Balder, underground. 
Rusting for ever ; and the years roll on. 
The generations pass, the ages grow, 
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And brinfi; us nearer to the final day 
When from the south shall march the fiery Itfmd 
And cross the bridge of Heaven, vith Lok for guides 
And Fenris.at his heel with broken chain; 
White from the east the giant Bymfir steers 
His ship, and the great serpent makes to land ; 
And all are marshall'd in one fiamin^ square 
Against the Gods, apon the plains of Heaven, 
I mourn thee, that thou canst not help mh then." 

He spake ; but Balder answer'd him, and said : — 
" Monm not for me ! Mourn, Hermod, for the Gods ; 
Mourn for the men on earth, the Gods in Heaven, 
WTio live, and with their eyes shall see that day ! 
The day will come, when fall shall Asgard's towers, 
And Odin, and his sons, the seed of Heaven ; 
But what were I, to save them ia that hour? 
If strength might save them, could not Odin save. 
My father, and his pride, the warrior Thor, 
Tidar the silent, the impetuous Tyr ? 
I, what were I, when these can nought avail 1 
Yet, doubtless, wbeu the day of battle comes, 
And the two hoste are marshall'd, and in Heaven 
The golden- crested cock shall sound alarm, '/ 
And his black brother-bird from hence reply. 
And bucklers clash and spears begin to pour — 
Longing will stir within my breast, though vain. 
But not to me so grievous, as, I know. 
To other Gods it were, ia my enforced 
Absence from fields where I could nothing aid ; 
For I am long since weary of your storm 
Of carnage, and find, Hermod, iu your life 
Something too much of war and broils, which make 
Life one perpetual fight, a bath of blood. 
Mine eyes are dizzy with the arrowy hail ; 
Mine ears are stunn'd with blows, and sick for calm. 
Inactive therefore let me lie, in gloom, 
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TJnarm'd, ingloriouB ; I attend the course 
Of agee, and my late return to light, 
In timSH less, alien to a, spirit mild, 
In new-recover'd seate, the happier day." 

He spake ; and the fleet Hermod thue replied : — 
" Brother, what seats are these, what liappier day 1 
Tell me, that I may ponder it when gone." 

And the ray-crowned Balder answer'd him ; — 
" Far to the south, heyond the blue, there spreads 
Another Heaven, the boundless — no one yet 
Hath reach'd it ; there hereafter shall arise 
The second Asgard, with another name. 
Thither, when o'er this present earth and Heavens 
The tempest of the latter days hath swept. 
And they from sight have disappear'd, and sunk, 
Sliall a small remnant of the Gods repair i 'j 
Hoder and I shall join them from the grave. 
There re-assembling we shall see emerge 
From the bright Ocean at our feet an earth 
More fresh, more verdant than the last, with f ruito 
Self -springing, and a seed of man preserved. 
Who then shall live in peace, as now in war. 
But we in Heaven shall find again with joy 
The min'd palaces of Odin, seata 
Familiar, halls where we have supp'd of old ; 
Re-enter them with wonder, never fill 
Our eyes with gazing, and rebuild with tears. 
And we shall tread once more the well-known plain 
Of Ida, and among the grass shall find 
The golden dice wherewith we play'd of yore ; 
And that will bring to mind the former life 
And pastime of the Gods, the wise diacourae 
Of Odin, the delights of other days, 

Hermod, pray that thou may'st join lis then 1 
Such for the future is my hope ; meanwhile, 

1 rest the thrill of Hela, and endnre 
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Death, and the gloom which round me even now 
TbickeDH, and to its inner gulph recalls. 
Farewell, for longer speech is not alloVii : " 

He spoke, and waved farewell, and gave his hand 
To Nanua ; find she gave their brother blind 
Her hand, in torn, for guidance ; and the three 
Departed o'er the cloudy plain, and soon 
Faded from sight into the interior gloom. 
But Hermod stood beside his drooping horse. 
Mute, gazing after them in tears ; and fain. 
Fain had he follow'd their receding steps, 
Though thej to death were bound, and he to Heaven, 
Then ; but a power he could not break withheld. 
And as a stork which idle boys have trapp'd, 
And tied him in a yajd, at autumn eeea 
Flocks of his kind pass fljing o'er hia head 
To wanner lands, and coasts that keep the sun ; — 
He strains to join their flight, and from his shed 
Follows them with a long complaining crj'— 
So Hermod gazed, and yearn'd to join his kin. 

At last he sigb'd, and set forth back to Heaven. 



SAINT BRANDAN. 

Saint Brand ak sails the northern mail 
The brotherhoods of saints are glad. 
He greets them once, he sails again ; 
So late !— auch storms !— The Saint is n 

He heard, across the howling seas, 
Chime convent-bells on wintry nights ; 
He saw, on spray-swept Hebrides, 
Twinkle the monastery-lights. 



DigniodD, Google 



SAINT BRANDAN. 

But north, atill north, Saint Brandan ateer'd— 

And now no belU, no convents more ! 

The hurtling Polar lights are near'd, 

The Bea without a human shore. 

At last— (it waa the Christmas night ; 

Stars shone after a day of atorm) — 

He sees float past an iceberg white, 

And on it^Chriat ! — a living form. 

That furtive mien, that scowling eye, 

Of hair tliat red and tufted fell 

It is— Oh, where shall Brandan fly?— 
The traitor Judaa, out of hell ! 

Palsied with terror, Brandan sate i 
The moon was bright, the iceberg near. 
He hears a voice sigh humbly : " Wait ! 
By high permtasion I am here. 

"One moment wait, thou holy man 1 
On earth my crime, my death, they knew ; 
My name is under all men's ban— 
Ah, tell them of my respite too ! 

" Tell them, one blessed Chriatmaa-night— 
(It was the first after I came. 
Breathing self-murder, frenzy, apite. 
To nie my guilt in endleaa flame)— 



"I felt, as I in torment lay 
'Mid the souls plagued by heavenly power. 
An angel touch mine arm, and aay : 
Go hence and eool thysdf an hour ! 

'Ah, whence thia mercy, Loi-d?" I said, 
Tk^ Leper recollect, said he, 
Who aiiid the pamera-hy for aid, 
In Joppa, and ihg ekarilif. 
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" Then I reraembei'd how I went, 
In Joppa, through the public street, 
Due mom when the sirocco spent 
Its storms of dnst with burning heat ; 

" And in the street a leper aate. 
Shivering with fever, naked, cold ; 
Sand raked his sores from heel to pate, 
The hot wind fever'd him five-fold. 

" He guzed upon me as I pass'd. 
And mnrmur'd : Hdp me, or I die ! — 
To the poor wretch my cloak I cast, 
Saw him look eased, and hurried by. 

" Oh, Braodan, think what grace divine. 
What blessing must full goodness shower, 
When fragment of it small, tike mine. 
Hath such inestimable power I 

" Well-fed, well-clothed, well-friended, I 

Did that chance act of good, that one ! 
Then went my way to kill and lie — 
Forget mj good as soon as done. 

" That germ of kindness, in the womb 
Of mercy caught, did not expire ; 
Outlives my guilt, outliveH my doom. 
And friends me in the pit of tire. 

" Once every year, when carols wake. 
On earth, the Christmas -night's repose. 
Arising from the sinner's lake, 
I journey to those heating snows. 

" I stanch with ice my burning breast. 
With silence balm my whirling brain. 
O Brandan \ to this hour of rest 
That Joppan leper's ease was pain." 
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Tears started to Saint Brandtm'a eyes ; 
He bow*!! hia head, he breathed a prayer — 
Then look'd, and lo, the frosty skies I 
The iceberg, and no Judas there ! 



THE NECKAN. 



Q the headlands, 
The Baltic Sea along. 
Sits Neckan with his harp of gold, 
And sings his plaintive song. 

Green rolls beneath the headlands, 

Oreen rolls the Baltic Sea ; 
And there, below the Neckan's feet, 

Hia wife and children be. 

He sings not of the ocean, 

Ita shell H and roses pale ; 
Of earth, of earth the Neckan sings, 

He hath no other tale. 

He sits upon the headlands. 

And sings a mournful stave 
Of alt he saw and felt on earth 

Far from the kind sea-ware. 

Sings how, a knight, he wander'd 

By castle, field, and town — 
But earthly knights have harder hearts 

Than the sea-children own. 

Sings of his earthly bridal^ 
Priest, knights, and ladies gay. 
"^And who art thou," the priest began, 
" Sir Knight, who wedd'st to-day ?"~ 
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"—I am no knight," he anawered ; 

" From the sea-wavea I come."— 
The knights drew sword, the Udiee scream'd, 
The surpliced priest etood dumb. 

He sings how from the chapel 

He vonish'd with his bride, 
And bore her down to the aea-halk, 

Beneath the Halt sea-tide. 

He sings how she site weeping 
'Mid shellH that round her lie. 
" —False Neckan shares my bed," she weeps ; 
" No Christian mate have I." — 

He sings how through the billows 

He rose to earth again, 
And sought a priest to sign the cross. 

That Neckan Heaven might gain. 

He sings how, on an evening. 

Beneath the birch-trees cool. 
He Bate and plaji'd his harp of gold. 

Beside the river- pool. 

Beside the pool sate Neckan — 

Tears fill'd his mild blue eye. 
On his white mule, across the bric^, 

A caasock'd priest rode by. 

" Why sitt'st thon there, O Neckan, 
And pla.y'st fhy haip of gold ? 
Sooner shall this my staff bear leaves. 
Than thou shalt Heaven behold." — 

But, lo, the staff, it budded I 

It green'd, it branch'd, it waved. 

" — O ruth of God," the priest cried oat, 

" This lost sea-creature saved 1 " 
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The caaaock'd priest rode onwards, 
And vanished with bis mule ; 

But Neckan in the twilight grey 
Wept by the riTer-pooL 

He wept : " The earth bath kindness, 

The sea, the starry poles ; 
Earth, sea, and sky, and God above — 

But, ah, not homan sonia I " 

Id Bununer, on the headlands. 

The Baltic Sea along, 
Sits Neckan with his harp of gold. 

And aings this plaintive song. 



THE FOESAKEN MERMAN, 

Comb, dear children, let us away ; 
Down and away below ! 
Now my brothers call from the bay, 
Now the great winds shoreward blow. 
Now the salt tides seaward flow ; 
Now the wild white horses play, 
Cliamp and cliafe and toss in the spray. 
Children dear, let as away ) 
This way, this way ! 

Call her once before you go — 
Call once yet ! 

In a voice that she will know : 
" Margaret 1 Margaret I " 
Children's voices should be dear 
(Call once more) to a mother's ear ; 
Children's voices, wild with pain — 
Surely she will come again I 
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Call her once and come awaj ; 

This waj, this wftj ! 

" Mother deftr, we cannot atay ! 

The wild white horses foam and fret." 

Margaret I Margaret t 

Come, dear children, come awa; down ; 

Cail no more ! 

One last look at the white-wall'd town. 

And the little grej church on the windj shore ; 

Then come down ! 

She will not come though you call all day ; 

Come away, come away 1 

Children dear, was it yesterday 
We heard the sweet bells over the bay ? 
In the caverns where we lay, 
Through the surf and through the swell, 
The far off sound of a silver bell ? 
Sand-strewn caverns, cool and deep, 
Where the winds are all asleep ; 
Where the spent lights quiver and gleam, 
Where the salt weed sways in the stream, 
Where the sea-heasts, ranged all round. 
Feed in the ooze of their pasture-ground ; 
Where the sea-snakes coil and twine. 
Dry their mail and bask in the brine ; 
Where great whales come sailing by. 
Sail and sail, with unshut eye, 
Bound the world for ever and aye I 
When did music come this way ? 
Children dear, was it yesterday 1 

Children dear, was it yesterday 

(Call yet once) that she went away 1 

Once she sate with you and me, 

On a red gold throne in the heart of the sea, 
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And the youngeet sate on her knee. 

She comb'd ita bright hair, and she tended it well, 

When down swung the sound of a far-off bell. 

She sigh'd, ahe look'd up through the clear green sea ; 

She said : " I roust go, for my kinsfolk pray 

In the little grey church on the shore to-day. 

Twill be Eaater-time in the world— ah me t 

And I lose my poor hduI, Merman I here with thee." 

I said : "Go up, dear heart, through the waves ; 60 

Say thy prayer, and come back to the kind sea-caves I " 

She smiled, she went up through the surf in the bay. 

Children dear, was it yesterday ? 

Children dear, were we long alone? 
"The sea grows stormy, the little ones moan ; 
Long prayers," I said, " in the world they say ; 
Come !" I said ; and we rose through the surf in the bay. 
We went up the beach, by the sandy down 
Where the sea-stocks bloom, to the white-wall'd town ; 
Through the narrow paved streets, where all was still, 70 
To the little grey church on the windy hill. 
EVom the church came a murmur of folk at their prayers. 
But we stood without in the cold blowing airs. 
We climb'd on the graves, on the stones worn with rains. 
And we gazed up the aisle through the small leaded panes. 
She sate by the pillar ; we saw her clear ; 
"Margaret, hist I come quick, we are here I 
Dear heart," I said, " we are long alone ; 
The sea grows stormy, the little ones moan." 
But ah, she gave me never a look, 60 

For her eyes were seal'd to the holy book '. 
Loud prays the priest ; shut stands the door. 
Come away, children, call no more ! 
Come away, come down, call no more ! 

Down, down, down ! 
Down to the depths of the sea I 

DigniodD, Google 



NARRATIVE POEMS. 

She sits at her wheel in the hamming town. 

Singing moat joyfully. 

Hark what ehe eiaga : "O joy, joy. 

For the hamming street, and the child with its toy ! 

For the priest, and the bell, and the holy well ; 

Fot the wheel where I span. 

And the blessed light of the san 1 " 

Ajid BO she sings her fill, 

Singing most joyfally, 

Till the spindle drape from her h&nd. 

And the whizzing wheel stande still 

She steals to the window, and looks at the sand, 

And over tlie sand at the sea ; 

And her eyes are set in a store ; 

And anon there breaks a sigh, 

And anon there drops a tear, 

From a sorrow-clouded eye. 

And a heart sorrow-laden, 

A long, long sigh ; 

For the cold attange eyes of a little Mermaiden 

And the gleam of her golden hair. 

Come away, away children ; 
Come children, eome down ! 
The hoarse wind blows coldly ; 
Lights ahiiie in the town. 
She will start from her slumber 
When gustB shake the door ; 
She will hear the winds howling, 
Will hear the waves roar. 
We shall see, while above ua 
The waves roar and whirl, 
A ceiling of amber, 
A pavement of pearl. 
Singing : " Here came a mortal, 
But faithless was she I 
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And alone dwell for ever 
The kings of the eea." 

But, children, at midnight, 
When soft the winds blow. 
When clear falls the moonlight. 
When Bpriug-tidea are low ; 
When sweet air come seaward 
From heaths starr'd with broom, 
And high rocks throw mildly 
Od the blanch'd sands a gloom ; 
Up the still, glistening beachea, 
Up the creeks we will hie. 
Over banks of bright seaweed 
The ebb-tide leaves dry. 
We will gaze, from the sand-hills, 
At the whit«, sleeping town ; 
At the church on the hill-side— 
And then come back down. 
Singing: "There dwella a loved one, 
Bnt cruel is she 1 
She left lonely for ever 
The kings of the sea." 
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That aon of Italy who tried to blow, 
Ere Dante came, the trump of sacred aong, 
In hia light jODth amid a. festal throng 
Sate with his bride to eee a public show. 

Fair was the bride, and on her front did glow 
Youth like a star ; and what to youth belong — 
Gay raiment, sparkling gauds, elation strong. 
A prop gave way I crash fell a platform ! lo, 

'Mid struggling sufferers, hurt to death, she lay ! 
Shuddering, they drew her garments off— and found 
A robe of sackcloth next the smooth, white skin. 

Such, poets, is your bride, the Muse I yonng, gay, 
Radiant, &dom'd outside ; a hidden ground 
Of thought and of austerity within. 



A PICTURE AT NEWSTEAD. 

What made my heart, at Newstead, fullest swell t— 
Twaa not the thought of Byron, of hia cry 
Stormily sweet, his Titan 'agony ; 
It waa the sight of that Lord Arundel 
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A HCTURE AT NEWSTEAD. 

Who struck, in heat, his child he loved so well, 
And his child's reason flicker'd, and did die. 
Painted (he will'd it) in the gallery 
They hang ; the picture doth the story tell. 

Behold the stem, mail'd father, staff in hand ! 
The little fair-hair'd son, with vacant gaze. 
Where no more lights of sense or knowledge are \ 

Methinks the woe, which made that father stand 
Boring his dnmb remorse to future days. 
Was woe than Byron's woe more tragic far. 



WORLDLY PLACK 

Efsn in a palace, life may he led vieU I 
So spake the imperial sage, purest of men, 
Marcus Aurelius. But the stifling den 
Of common life, where, crowded up pell-mell, 

Our freedom for a little bread we sell. 
And drudge under some foolish master's ken 
Who rat«a us if we peer ontside our pen — 
Match'd with a palace, is not this a hell ? 

Eesn, in a palace ! On his truth sincere, 
Who spoke these words, no shadow ever came 
And when my ill-school'd spirit is aflame 

Some nobler, ampler sti^e of life to win, 

I'll st«p, and say : " There were no succour hei 

The aids to noble life are all within." 



THE BETTER PAET. 

LoNQ fed on boundless hopes, race of man, 
How angrily thou spum'at all simpler fare 1 
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" Chriat," some one aays, " was hnman u we are ; 
No judge eyes uh from heaven our Bin to scan ; 

" We live no more, when we have done onr span." — 
" Well, then, for Christ," thou nnswerest, " who can cai 

From sin, which Heaven records not, whj forbear ! 

Live we like brutes our life without a plan t " 

So answerest thou ; but why not rather say : 

" Hath man no second life 'i— Pitch this one high / 

9ita there no jat^e in Heaven our sin to see I— 

" More ttrictlji, tken, the inward judge obey ! 
Was Christ a man like ns ! Ah! let v* try 

If we then, too, can be tuchiaeniu he!" 



THE GOOD SHEPHERD WITH THE KID. 

Hb tavei the gheep, the goals he doth not tave. 
So rang Tertullian'a sentence, on the side 
Of that unpitying Phrygian sect which cried : 
" Him can no fount of fresh forgiveness lave, 

" Who sins, once waah'd by the baptismal wave."— 
So spoke the fierce Tertullian. But she sigh'd. 
The infant Church ! of love she felt the tide 
Stream on her from her Lord's yet recent grave. 

And then she amiled ; and in the Catacombs, 
With eye suffused but heart inspired true, 
On those walla subterranean, where she hid 

Her head 'mid ignominy, death, and tombs. 
She her Good Shepherd's hasty image drew — 
And on his shoulders, not a laml^ a kid. 
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MONICA'S LAST PRAYER. 



MONICA'S LAST PRAYER. 

" Ah, could thy grave at home, at Carthage, be ! " 
Care not _fyr that, ofod lay me where I fall ! 
Everywhere heard will be the Judgment- call ; 
Bat at God'i altar, oh ! remember ms. 

Thus Monica, and died in Italy. 
Yet fervent had her longing been, through all 
Her course, for home at last, and burial 
With her own hneband, by the Libyan sea. 

Had been ! but at the end, to her pare soul 
All tie with all beside Heem'd vain and clieap, 
And union before God the only care. 

Creeds paaa, rites change, no altar standeth whole. 
Yet we her memory, as she pray'd, will keep. 
Keep by this ; Life in Qnd, and nnion there I 
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THE STRAYED REVELLER (Piwt). 
fE.ht Snnth. 
The Gods are happy. 
They turn on all sides 
Their ahiniug eyes, 
And Bee below them 
The earth and men. 

They see Tiresias 
Sitting, BtAfT in hand, 
On the warm, grassy 
AsopuB bank. 
His robe drawn over 
Hiii old, sigbtleBs head, 
Revolving inly 
The doom of Thebes. 

They see the Centaurs 
In the upper glens 
Of Pelion, in the stretuns, 
Where red-berried ashes fringe 
The clear-brown shallow pools, 
With streaming flanks, and heads 
Rear'd proudly, snuffing 
The mounttun wind. 
60 
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THE STRAYED BBVELLEB. 61 

They see the Indian 

Drifting, knife in hand, 

His frail boat moor'd to 

A floating iale thick-matted 

With large-leaved, low-creeping melon -plants, 

And the dark cucumber. 

He reaps, and atona them, 

Drifting— drifting ; — ronnd him, 

Bound bia green harvest-plot, 30 

Flow the cool lake- waves, 

The mountains ring them. 

They see the Scythian 

On the wide stepp, unhameaaing 

Uis wheel'd houae at noon. 

He tethera his beast down, and makes his meal— 

Marea' milk, and bread 

Baked on the embers ; — all around 

The boundless, waving grass-plains, stretch, thick-starr'd 

With saffron and the yellow hollyhock 40 

And flag-leaved iris- flowers. 

Sitting in his cart 

He makes his meal ; before him, for long miles, 

Alive with bright green lizards. 

And the springing bustard- fowl. 

The track, a straight black line, 

Furrows the rich soil ; here and there 

Clusters of lonely mounds 

Topp'd with rough-hewn, 

Grey, rain-blear'd statues, overpeer 60 

The sunny waste. 

They see the ferry, 

On the broad, clay-laden 

Lone Chorasmian stream ; — thereon, 

With Buort aud strain. 
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Two horses, stroDgly swirumiug, tow 

The ferry-boat, with woven ropes 

To either bow 

Firm hamess'd by the mane ; a chief, 

With shout and shaken spear, 

Stands at the prow, and guides them ; but astern 

The cowering merchants, in long robes, 

Sit pale beside their wealth 

Of ailk-bales and of balsam-drops. 

Of gold and ivory. 

Of turquoiae-earth and amethyst, 

Jasper and chalcedony, 

And milk-barr'd onyx-stones. 

The loaded boat swings groaning 

In the yellow eddies ; 

The Qods behold them. 

They see the Heroes 

Sitting ill the dark ship 

On the foamlesa, long-heaving 

Violet sea, 

At sunset uearing 

The Happy Islands. 



Behold and sing. 
But oh, what labour ! 
O prince, what pain ! 

They too can sea 
Tiresias ;— but the Gods, 
Who give them vision, 
Added this law ; 
That they should bear too 
His groping blindness. 
His dark foreboding, 
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THE STRAYED REVELLER. 

His scom'd white hairs ; 
Bear Hera'a anger 
Through a life lengtdieu'd 
To seven ages. 

Thej see the CentaurH 

On Pelion ; — then they fee!, 

They too, the maddening wine 

Swell their large veine to hurating ; in wild pain 

Thej feel the bitiug epeare 

Of the grim Lapithfe, and Theaena, drive. 

Drive crashing through their bonea ; thej feel 

High on a jutting rock in the red etream 

Alcmena'a dreadful Bon 

Ply his bow ;— Hiich a price 

The Gods exact for song ; 

To become what we sing. 

They see the Indian 

On his mountAin lake ; hut aqnalla 

Make their skiff reel, and worms 

In the unkind spring have gnawii 

Their melou-harveat to the heart. — They aee 

The Scythian ; but long frost« 

Rirch them in winter-time on the bare Btepp, 

Till they too fade like grass ; they crawl 

Like shadowa forth in apring. 

They see the merchants 

On the Ozus stream ; — but care 

Must visit first them too, and make them pale. 

Whether, through whirliug sand, 

A cloud of desert robber-horse have burst 

Upon their caravan ; or greedy kings. 

In the wall'd cities the way paaaea through, 

Crush'd them with tolls ; or fever-aira, 
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On some great river'a marge, 
Mown them down, far from hotne. 

They Bee the Heroes 

Near harbour ; — but they share 

Their Uvea, aod former violent toil in Thebes, 

Seven-gated Thebea, or Troy ; 

Or where the echoing oars 

Of Argo first 

Startled the unknown sea. 

The old Silenus 

Game, lolling in the sunshine. 

From the dewy forest-coverts, 

This way, at noon. 

Sitting by me, while his Fauna 

Down at the water-side 

Sprinkled and smoothed 

Hia drooping garland, 

He told me these things. 



SELF-DECEPTION. 

Sat, what blinds us, that we claim the glory 
Of possessing powers not our share! 
— Since man woke on earth, he knows his stoiy, 
But, before we woke on earth, we were. 

Long, long since, undower'd yet, our spirit 
Boam'd, ere bir(,h, the treasuries of God ; 
Saw the gifts, the powers it might inherit, 
Ask'd an outfit for its earthly road. 

Then, as now, this tremulous, ei^er being 
Straiu'd and long'd and grasp'd each gift it saw ; 
Then, as now, a Power beyond our seeing 
Staved us back, and gave our choice the law. 
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SELF-DECEPTION. 

Ah, whose haud that daj throngb Heaven guided 
Mail's new spirit, since it waa not we) 
Ah, who away'd our choice, and who decided 
What our gifts, and what our wants should be ? 

For, alas I he left us each retainiug 

Shreds of gifts which he refused in fulL 

Still these waste as witli their hopeless straining, 

Still the attempt to use them proves them null. 

And on earth we wander, groping, reeling ; 
Powers stir in us, stir and disappear. 
Ah 1 and he, who placed our master-feeling, 
Fail'd to place that master -feeling clear. 

We but dream we have our wish'd-for powers. 
Ends we seek we never shall attain. 
Ah I tome power exists there, which is ours? 
Some end is there, we indeed may gain ? 



DOVER BEACH. 

The s^ is calm to-night. 
The tide is full, the mooa lies fair , 

Upon the straits ;— on the French coast the light 
Glean^ and is gone ; the cliffs of England stand, 
Glimnieritig and vast, out in the trai^qull bay. 
C9me to the window, sweet ii the uight-air ! 
Only, from the long line of spray 
Where the sea meets the moon-blanch'd land, 
' Listen ! you hear the grating roar 
Of pebbles which the waves draw back, and fling, 
At their return, up the high strand. 
Begin, and cease, and then again begin. 
With tremulous cadence slow, and bring 
The eternal note of sadness in. 
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Sophoclea long ago 

Heard it on the ^gtean, and it brought 

Into his mind the turbid ebb and flow 

Of human misery ; we 

Find also in the sound a thought. 

Hearing it hy this distant northern sea. 

The Sea of Faith 

Was once, too, at the full, and round earth's shore 

lay like the folds of a bright girdle furl'd. 

But now I only hear 

Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar. 

Retreating, to the breath 

Of the night-wind, down the vast edges dr^r 

And naked shingles of the world. 

Ah, love, let us be trae 

To one another ! for the world, which seems 

To lie before ns like a laud of dreams, 

So various, so beautiful, so new. 

Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light, 

Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain ; 

And we are here as on a darkling plain 

Swept with confused alarms of struggle and ffight, 

Where ignorant armies clash by night 



THE LORiyS MESSENGERa 

Thus saith the Lord to his own ; — 
" See ye the trouble below ? 
Warfare of man from his birth ! 
Too long let we them groan ; 
Haste, arise ye, and go. 
Carry my peace upon earth ! " 



THE LORD'S MESSENGERS. 

Gladly the; riae at his call, 
Gladlj obej hia command, 
Gladlj descend to the plaiD. 
— Ah 1 How few of them aJl, 
Those willing aervantB, Hhall stand 
In tlie Maater'B presence again ! 

Some in the tumult are lost ; 
Baffled, bewilder'd, the; atraj. 
Some, as prisoners, draw breath. 
Some, unconquer'd, are crosa'd 
(Not yet half throngh the daj) 
B; a pitiless arrow of Death. 

Hardly, hardlj shall one 
Come, with countenance bright. 
At the close of da;, from the plain ; 
His Uaster'a errand well done, 

Safe through the smoke of the fight, 
Back to hia Master again. 



THE YOUTH Of NATURE. 

BaiseD are the dripping oars. 
Silent the boat 1 the lake 
Lovel; and soft as a dream, 
Swims in the aheen of the moon. 
The mountains stand at its head 
Clear in the pure June-night, 
But the valleys are flooded with Iwie. 
^ Bydal and Fairfield are there ; 
In the shadow Wordsworth lies dead. 
So it is, BO it will be for a;e. 
Nature ia fresh as of old, 
Is lorel; ; a mortal ia dead. 
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The spots which recall him survive, 

For he lent a new life to these hilla. 

The Pillar still broods o'er the fields 

Which border Euoerdale Lake, 

And Egremont sleeps by the sea. 

The gleam of The Evening Star 

Twinkles on Graamere no more, 

But ruin'd and solemn and grey 

The sheepfold of Michael survives ; 

And, far to the aonth, the heath 

Still blows in the Qnantock coombe. 

By the favourite waters of Ruth. 

These survive I — yet not without pain, 

Pain and dejection to-night. 

Can I feel that their poet is gone. 

He grew old in an age he condemn'd. 

He looVd on the rushing decay 

Of the times which had shelter'd his youth 

Felt the dissolving throes 

Of a social order he loved ; 

Outlived his brethren, his peers ; 

And, like the Theban seer, 

Died in his enemies' day. 

Cold bubbled the spring of Tilphuso, 

Copais lay bright in the moon. 

Helicon glaas'd in the lake 

Its flra, and afar rose the peaks 

Of Famasaus, snowily clear ; 

Thebes was behind him in flamea, 

And the clang of arms in his ear. 

When his awe-atruck- captors led 

The Theban seer to the spring. 

Tiresias drank and died. 

Nor did reviving Thebes 

See such a prophet again. 
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THE YOUTH OF NATURE. 

Well may we mourn, when the head 

Of a eacred poet lies low 

In an age which can rear them no more \ 

The complaining millione of meii 

Darken in labour and pain ; 

But he was a, priest to us all 

Of the wonder and bloom of the world, 

Which we saw with his eyes, and were glad. 

He ie dead, and the fruit-bearing day 

Of his tace ia past on the earth ; 

And darkness returns to our eyes. 

For, oh ! is it yon, is it you. 

Moonlight, and shadow, and lake, 

And mountains, that fill us with joy, 

Or the poet who aings you so well 1 

la it you, beauty, grace, 

charm, romance, that we feel. 

Or the voice which, reveals what you are ? 

Are ye, like daylight and sun. 

Shared and rejoiced in by all t 

Or are ye immersed in the mass 

Of matter, and hard to extract, 

Or sunk at the core ot the worW 

Too deep for the most to discern ) 

Like stars in the deep of the aky, 

Which arise on the glass of the sage. 

But are lost when their watcher is gone. 

" They are here "—I heard, aa men heard 

In Mysian Ida the voice 

Of the Mighty Mother, or Crete, 

The murmur of Nature reply — 
" Lov^lineaa, magic, and grace. 

They are here I they are set in the world, 
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Ttef abide ; and the fineat of sonle 
Hath not been thrill'd bj them all, 
Nor the dullest been dead to them quite. 
The poet who Hioga them ma; die, 
But the^ are immortal and live. 
For the; are the Ufe of the world. 
Will 70 not learn it, and know. 
When ye mourn that a poet is dead, 
That the singer was lesa than hia themee. 
Life, and emotion, and I } 

" Mote than the singer are these. 
Weak is the tremor of pain 
That thrillH in hia mourufulleat chord 
To that which once ran through hie 80nL 
Cold the elation of joy 
In his gladdest, airiest song, 
To that which of old in his jouth 
Fill'd him and made him divine. 
Hardly his voice at its beat 
Oivee us a sense of the awe, 
The vastness, the grandeur, the gloom 
Of the unlit gulpb of himself. 

" Ye know not yourselves ; and yonr bards — 
The clearest, the best, who have read 
Most in themselves — have beheld 
Less than they left unreveal'd. 
Ye express not yourselves ; — can you make 
With marble, with colour, with word, 
What charra'd you in others re-live 1 
(in thy pencil, O artist ! restoi-e 
The figure, the bloom of thy love, 
As she was in her morning of spring? 
C^st thou paint the inefbble emits 
Of her eyes as they rested on thine I 
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" Yourselves aod jour fellows ye know not ; and me, 

The matelesa, the one, will ye know ? 

Will ye scan me, and read me, aud tell 

Of the thoughts that ferment in my breut, 12( 

My longing, my sadneaa, my joy 1 

Will ye claim for your great ones the gift 

To have render'd the gleam of my skies, 

To have echoed the moan of my seas, 

Utter'd the voice of my hilla ? 

When your great onea depart, will ye say; 

All thingi have tufet'd a loe*, 

Nature i» hid in their grave f 

" Bace after race, man after man, 
Have thought that my secret was theirs, 13( 

Have dream'd that I lived but for them. 
That they were my glory and joy. 
— They are dust, they are changed, they are gone I 
I remain." 



PALLADIUM. 

Set where the upper streams of Simois &6w 
Was the Palladium, high 'mid rock and wood ; 
And Hector was in Ilium, far below. 

And fought, and saw it not— but there it stood ! 

It stood, and sun and moonshine raiu'd their light 
On the pure columns of its glen-built halL 
Backward and forward roU'd the waves of fight 
Bonud Troy— but while this stood, Troy could not fi 
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So, ill its lovely moonlight. Uvea the soul. 
Mountains Burromid it, and sweet virgin air ; 
Cold plashing, past it, crystal waters roll ; 
We TJait it by moments, ah, too rare I 

We shall renew the battle in the plain 
To-morrow ; — red with blood will Xanthus be j 
Hector and Ajax will be there again, 
Helen will come upon the wall to see. 

Then we shall mst in shade, or shine in strife, 
And fluctuate 'twist blind hopes and blind despairs, 
And fancy that we put forth alt our life, 
And never know how with the soul it fares. 

Still doth the soul, from its lone fastness high. 
Upon our life a ruling effluence send. 
And when it fails, fight as we will, we die ; 
And while it lasts, we cannot wholly end. 



REVOLUTIONS. 

Before roan parted for this earthly strand. 
While yet upon the verge of heaven he stood, 
God put 3 heap of letters in his hand, 
And bade him make with them what word he could. 

And man has turn'd them many times ( made Greece, 
Rome, England, France ;■ — yes, nor in vain essay'd 
Way after way, changes that never cease ! 
The letters have combined, something was made. 

But ah ! an inextinguishable sense 

Haunts him that he has not made what he should ; 1( 

That he has still, though old, to recommence, 

Since he has not yet found the word God would. 
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REVOLUTIONa 

And empire after empire, at their height 
Of sway, h&ve felt this boding aense come on ; 
Have felt their huge frames not constructed right, 
And droop'd, and slowly died upon their throne. 

One day, thou say'st, there will at last appear 
The word, the order, which God meant should be. 
— Ah ! we shall know Ihat well whea it comes near ; 
The band will quit man's heart, he will breathe free. 



SELF-DEPENDENCE, 

Weart of myself, and flick of asking 
What I am, and what I ought to be, 
At this vesBel'B prow I stand, which bears me 
Forwards, forwards, o'er the starlit sea. 

And a look of passionate desire 

O'er the aea and to the stars I send : 

" Ye who from my childhood up have calm'd me, 

Calm me, ah, compose me to the end I 

" Ah, once more," I cried, " ye stars, ye waters, 
On my heart your mighty charm renew ; 
Still, still let me, as I gaze upon you. 
Feel tiiy soul becoming vast like you ! " 

From the intense, clear, star-Hown vault of heaven. 

Over the lit sea's unquiet way. 

In the rustling night-air came the answer: 

" Wonldat thou be as these are 1 Live as they. 

' TJnafFrighterl by the silence round them, 
Ilndistracted by the sights they see. 
These demand not that the things without them 
Yield them love, amusement, sympatby. 
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" And with joy the stars perform their shiniug, 
And the sea ita long mooii'SiWer'd roll ; 
For self-poised thej live, nor pine with noting 
All the fever of some differing souL 

"Bounded by themselves, and unregardfnl 
In what state God's other worlca may be, 
In their own tasks all their powers pouring, 
Theee attain the mighty life yon see." 

O air-bom voice ! long since, severely clear; 
A cry like thine in mine onn heart I hear : 
" Resolve ta be th}'8elf ; and know that he. 
Who finds himself, loses Ms misery 1" 



MOKALrry. 

Wb cannot kindle when we will 

llie fire which in the heart residee ; 

The spirit bloweth and is still, 

In mystery our soul abides. 
But tasks in hours of insight wiU'd 
Can be through hours of gloom fulfill'd 

With aching hands and bleeding feet 
We dig and heap, lay stone on stone ; 
We bear the burden and the heat 
Of the long day, and wish 'twere done. 
Not till the hours of light return. 
All we have built do we discern. 
Then, when the clouds are off the soul, 
When thou dost bask in Nature's eye, 
Aak, how »he view'd thy self-control, 
Thy struggling, task'd morality^ 
Nature, whose free, light, cheerful air, 
Oft made thee, in thy gloom, deepair. 
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MOBAUTY. 

And ahe, whose ceneure thou doat dread, 

Whose eje thou wast afraid to seek, 

See, on her face a glow ia spread, 

A strong emotion on her cheek ! 
" Ah, child ! " she cries, " that strife divine, 
Whence was it, for it ia not mine 1 

" There is no effort on my brow — 

I do not atriTe, I do not weep ; 

I rush with the ewift spheres and glow 

In joy, and when I will, I sleep. 
Yet that severe, that earnest air, 
I saw, I felt it once— but where ) 

" I.knew not yet the gauge of time. 

Nor wore the manacles of space ; 

I felt it in some other clime, 

I saw it in some other place. 
Twas when the heavenly house I trod. 
And lay upon the breast of Ciod." 



WBrTTBN IV EENSINOTON QABDBHB, 

In this lone, open glade I lie, 

Screen'd by deep boughs on either hand ; 

And at its end, to stay the eye. 

Those black-crow n'd, red-boled pine-trees stand ! 

Birds here make song, each bird has his, 

Across the girdling city's hum. 

How green under the boughs it is I 

How thick the tremulous aheep-cries come I 

Sometimes a child will cross the glade 
To take his nurse his broken toy ; 
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Sometimes a tlirtieh Sit overhead 
Deep in her inikitown day's employ 

Here at my feet what wonders paw. 
What endless, active life is here I 
What blowing daisies, fragrant grass ! 

* An air-Btirr'd forest, fresh and clear. 

Scarce fresher is the mo\mtatii-sod 
Where the tired angler lies, stretch'd out, 
And, eased of basket and of rod. 
Counts his day's spoil, the spotted trout 

In the hnge world, which roars hard by. 

Be others happy if they can ! 

But in my helpless cradle I 

Was breathed on by the rural Pan. 



That peace has left the upper world 
And now keeps only in the grave. 



Still all things in this glade go through 
The changes of their quiet day. 

Then to their happy rest they pass ! 
The flowers upclose, the birds are fed. 
The night comes down upon the grass, 
Tlie child sleeps warmly in his bed. 

Calm soul of all things ) make it mine 
To feel, amid the city's jar, 
That there abides a peace of thine, 
Man did not make, and cannot mar. 
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LIKES WRITTEN IN KENSINGTON GARDENS. 7? 

The will to neither strive nor cry. 
The power to feel with othere give ! 
Calm, calm me more ! nor let me die 
Before I have begnn to live. 



CADMUS AND HAEMONIA. 

Faii, far from here, 
The Adriatic breaks in a warm bay 
Among the green Illyrian hills ; and there 
The sunahine in the happy glena is fair, 
And by the sea, and in the brakes. 
The grass is coo), the sea-side air . 
Buoyant and fresh, the mountain flowers 
More virginal and sweet than ours. 

And there, they say, two bright and aged snakes, 
Who once were Cadmus and Harmonia, ] 

Baak in the glens or on the warm sea-shore. 
In breathless quiet, after all their ills ; 
Nor do they see their country, nor the place 
Where the Sphini lived among the frowning Lills, 
Nor the unhappy palace of their race. 
Nor Thebes, nor the lamenua, any more. 

There those two live, far in the Illyrian brakes ! 
They had stay'd long enough to see, 
In Thebes, the biUow of calamity 
Over their own dear children roll'd, i 

Curse upon curse, pang upon pang. 
For years, they sitting helpless in their home, 
A grey old man and woman ; yet of old 
The Gods had to their marriage come, 
And at the banquet all the Muaea sang. 
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Therefore they did not end their days 

In sight of blood ; but were mpt, far away, 

To where the weat-wind plays, 

And mnrmura of the Adriatic come 

To those untrodden mountain -lawne ; and there 

Placed safely in changed forms, the pair 

Wholly forget their first sad life, and home, 

And ^1 that Thebao woe, and stray 

For ever through the glens, placid and dumb. 



APOLLO MUSAGETES. 

Through the black, rushing smoke-bnrsts. 
Thick lH«aka the red flame ; 
All Etna heaves fiercely 
Her forest-clothed frame. 

Not here, Apollo I 
Are haunts meet for thee. 
But, where Helicon breaks down 
In cliff to the sea. 

Where the moon-siWer'd inlets 
Send far their light voice 
TTp the still vale of Thisbe, 
speed, and rejoice 1 

On the sward at the cliff-top 
Lie strewn the white flocks, 
On the cliff-side the pigeons 
Boost deep in the rocka. 

In the moonlight the shepherds, 

Soft luU'd by the rills, 
Lie wrapt in their blankete 
Asleep on the hills. 
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— What forms are these coming 
So white through the gloom ) 
What garments out-glistening 
The gold-flower'ii broom ) 

What sweet-breathiug presence 
Oat-perfumes the thjme ? 
What voices enrapture 
The night's bahuy prime 1 — 

Tib Apollo comes leading 
His choir, the Nine. 
—The leader is faireat, 
BntaU are divine. 

They are lost in the hoUowB 1 
They stream up again ! 
What seeks on this mountain 
The glorified train )— 

They bathe on this mountain, 
In the spring by their road ; 
Then on to Olympus, 
Their endless abode. 

—Whose praise do they mention ? 
Of what is it told 'i— 
What will be for ever ; 
What was from of old. 

First hymn they the Father 
Of all things ; and then, 
The rest of immortals, 
The action of men. 

The day in his hotnesB, 
The strife with the palm ; 
The night in her silence, 
The stars in their calm. 
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THE SCH0LAH-GIP8Y. 
■'^^^^/, ^ ^ -^ 
Go, for thej c^ you, ahepherd, from the hill ; 
Go, shepherd, alid lintie the wattled cotes 1 
No longer leave th; wistful flock unfed, 
Nor let th; bawling fellows rack their throats. 
Nor the cropp'd herbage shoot another head. 
But when the fields are still, 
And the tired men and dogs all gone to rest, 
And only the white sheep are Bometiraes seen 
Cross and recrosa the strips of moon-blancli'd green, 
Come, shepherd, and again begin the quest I 

Here, where the reaper waa at work of late— 
In this high field's dark comer, where he leaves 

His coat, his basket, and his earthen cruse, 
And in the suu all morning binds the sheaves. 

Then here, at noon, comes back his stores to use — 
Here will I sit and wait, 
While to my ear from uplands far away 

The bleating of the folded flocks is borne. 

With distant cries of reapers in the com — 
All the live murmur of a summer's day. 

Screen'd is this nook o'er the high, half-reap'd field, 
And here till sun-down, shepherd ! will I be. 
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Through the thick com the scarlet poppies peep, 
And round green roots and yellowing atalks I see 

Pale pink convolvuhiH in tendrils creep ; 
And air- swept lindens yield 
Their scent, and rustle down their perfumed showers 

Of bloom on the bent grass where I am laid. 

And bower me from the August sun with shade ; 
And the eye traveU down to Oxford's towers. 

And near me on the grass lies GlanTtl's book- 
Come, let me read the oft-read tale again 1 

The story of the Oxford scholar poor, 
Of pregnaut parts and quick inventive brain, 

Who, tired of knocking at preferment's door, 
One aummer-morn forsook 
His friends, and went to learn the gipsy-lore, 

And roam'd the world with that wild brotherhood. 

And came, as most men deem'd, to little good. 
But came to Oxford and his friends no more. 

But once, years after, in the country-] auea, 
Two scholars, whom at college erst he knew. 

Met him, and of his way of life enquired ; 
Whereat he answer'd, that the gipay-crew, 

Hia mates, liad arts to rule as they desired 
The workings of men's brains. 
And they can bind them to what thoughts they will 

"And I," he said, "the secret of their art, 

When fully leam'd, will to the world impart ; 
But it needs heaven-sent moments for this skill." 

This said, he left them, and return'd no more. — 
But rumonrs hung about the country-aide. 

That the lost Scholar long was seen to stray. 
Seen by rare glimpses, pensive and tongue-tied. 
In hat of antique shape, and cloak of grey. 
The same the gipsies wore. 
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Shepherds had met him on the Hurst in Bpnag ; 
At some lone alehouse in the Berkshire moors, 
On the warm iiigle-bench, the smock-frock'd boora 

Had found him seated at their entering, t 

But, 'mid their drink and clatter, he would fly. 
And I mjself seem half to know thy looks, 

And put the shepherds, wanderer ! on thy trace ; 
And boys who in lone wheatfields scare the rooka 

I ask if thou hast pass'd their quiet place ; 
Or in my boat I lie 
Aloor'd to the cool bank in the summer-heata, 

"Mid wide grass meadows which the sunshine fills, 

And watch the warm, green-muffled Cumner hills, 
And wonder if thou haunt'st their shy retreats. ' 

For moat, I know, thou lo^'st retired ground 1 / ^ 

Thee at the ferry Oxford riders blithe, ^"^^"^"^ 

Bctiirniug home on summer- nighty have met 
Crossing the stripling Thames at -Bab-lock- hithe, 

Trailing in the cool stream thy fingers wet, 
Afl the punt's rope chops round ; 
And leaning backward in a pensive dream, 

And fostering in thy lap a heap of flowers 

Pluck'd in shy fields and distant Wychwood bowers. 
And thine eyea resting on the moo&lit stream. I 

And then they land, and thou art seen no more ! — 
Maidens, who from the distant hamlets come 

To dance around the Fyfield elm in May, 
Oft through the darkening fields have seen thee roam, 

Or cross a stile into the public way. 
Oft thou hast given them store 
Of flowers— the frail-leaFd, white anemony. 

Dark bluebells drench'd with dews of summer eves, 

And purple orchises with spotted leaves — 
But none hath words she can report of thee. I 



THE SCHOLAR-GIPSY. 8 

Aad, above Godatow Bridge, when hay-time's here 
In Jnne, and many a scythe in snnshine flames, 

Men who through those wide fields of breezy grass 
Where black -wing'd swallows haunt the glittering Thame 

To bathe ia the abandon'd lasher pass, 
Have often posa'd thee near 
Sitting upon the river bank o'ergrown ; 

Mark'd thine outlandish garb, thy figure spare. 

Thy dark vague eyes, and soft abstracted air— 
But, when they came from bathing, thou waat gone ! 10 

At some lone homestead in the Cumner hills, 
Where at her open door the housewife dams, 

Thou hast been seen, or hanging on a gate 
To watdi the threshers in the mossy hams. 

Children, who early range these slopes and late 
For cresses from the rills, 
Have known thee eying, all an April-day, 

The springing pastures and the feeding kine ; 

And mark'd thee, when the stars come out and shine. 
Through the long dewy grass move slow away, 11 

In autumn, on the skirts of Bagley Wood — 
Where moat the gipsies by the turf-edged way 

Pitch their smoked tents, and every bush you aee 
With scarlet patches tagg'd and shreds of grey, 

Above the forest-ground called Thessaly — 
The blackbird, picking food, 
Sees thee, nor stops bis meal, nor fears at all ; 

So often has he known thee past him stray, 

Eapt, twirling in thy hand a wither'd spray, 
And waiting for the spark from heaven to fall. IS 

And once, in winter, on the causeway chill 
Where home through flooded fields foot-travellers go, 

Have I not paas'd thee on the wooden bridge, 
Wrapt in thy cloak and batthng with the snow 
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Thj face tow'rd Hioksey and ita wintry ridge ! 
And thou haat clioib'd the hill, 
And gain'd the white brow of the Cuniner range ; 
I Turn'd once to watch, while thick the anowflakea fall, 
I The line of festal light in Chriat-Chttrch hall- 
Then sought thy straw in some Bequeater'd grange. 13 

But what — I dream ! Two hundred years are flown 
Since first thy story ran through Oiford halls, 

And the grave Glanvil did the tale inscribe 
That thou wert wander'd from the studious walla 

To learn strange arts, and join a gipsy-tribe ; 
And thou from earth art gone 
Long since, and in some quiet churchyard laid — 

Some country-nook, where o'er thy unknown grave 

Tail grasaee and white flowering nettlea wave. 
Under a dark, red-fruited yew-tree'a shade. 14 

I — No, no, thou hast not felt the lapse of hours ! 

\ For what wears out the life of mortal men ) 

\ Tis that from change to change their being rolls j 

Tia that repeated shocks, again, again, 
I Exhaust the energy of strongest souls 
\ And numb the elastic powers. 

Till having used our nerves with bliss and teen, 
And tired upon a thousand schemes our wit, 
To the just-pausing Genius we remit 
Our worn-out life, and are — what we have been. IS 

Thou hast not lived, why ahould'st thou perish, so) 
Thou hadst one aim, one buaiuess, one desire ; 

Else wert tboii long since number'd with the dead I 
Else badat thou spent, like other men, thy 6re 1 
The generations of thy peers are fled. 
And we ourselves shall go ; 
But thou possessest an immortal lot. 
And we imagine thee exempt from age 
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And living aa thou liv'st on Glanvil'a page, 
Becanee thoa luidst~what we, alaa ! have not. 160 

For early didst thou leave the world, with powers 
Freeh, undiverted to the world without. 

Firm to their mark, not epent on other things ; 
Free from the sick fatigue, the languid doubt, 

WTiich much to have tried, in much been baffled, brings. 
life unlike to ours ! 
Who fluctuate idly without term or scrfpe, 

Of whom each strives, nor knows for what he strives, 

And each half lives a hundred different lives ; 
Who wait like thee, bat not, like thee, in hope. 170 

Thou waitest for the spark from heaven ! and we, 
Light half-believers of our casual creeds. 

Who never deeply felt, nor clearly will'd. 
Whose insight never has home fruit in deeds, 

WhoBe vague reaolvea never have been fulfill'd ; 
For whom each year we see 
Breeds new beginnings, disappointments new ; 

Who hesitate and falt«r life away. 

And lose to-morrow the ground won to-day — 
Ah ! do not we, wanderer 1 await it too t 180 

Yes, we await it !^but it still delays, 
And then we suffer ! and amongst us one. 

Who most has suffer'd, takes dejectedly 
His seat npon the intellectual throne ; 

And all his store of sad experience he 
Lays bare of wretched days ; 
Tells ns his misery's birth and growth and signs, 

And bow the dying spark of hope was fed, 

And how the breast was soothed, and how the head, 
And all bis hourly varied anodynes. 190 



Digniod., Google 



86 ELEGIAC POEMS. 

This for our wisest ! and we othera pine, 

And nish the long unhappy dream would end, 

And waive all claim to Miaa. and try to bear ; 
With close-lipp'd patience for our only friend, 

Sad patience, too near neighbour to despair — 
But none has hope like thine ! 
Thou through the fields and through tlie wooda dost stray. 

Roaming the country-side, a truant boy, 

Nursing thy project in unclouded joy, 
And every doubt long blown by time away. 200 

( O bom in days when wits were fresh and clear, 
And life ran gaily as the sparkling Thames ; 
Before this strange disease of modem life, 
With its sick hurry, its divided aims, 
'.Its heads o'ertax'd, its palsied hearts, was rife — 
Fiy hence, our contact fear 1 
Still fly, plunge deeper in the bowering wood ! 
Averse, as Dido did with gesture stern 
From her false friend's approach in Uadea turn, 
Wave us away, and keep thy solitude '. SIO 

Still nursing the unconquerable hope. 
Still clutching the inviolable shade, 

With a free, onward Impulse brushing through. 
By night, the silver'd branches of the glade — ^ 

Far ou the forest-skirts, where none pursue. 
On some mild pastoral slopt 
Emerge, and resting on the moonlit pales 

Freshen thy flowers as in former years 

With dew, or listen with enchanted ears, 
From the dark dingles, to the nightingales ! SSO 

But fly our paths, our feverish contact fly ! 
For strong the infection of onr mental strife. 

Which, though it gives no bliss, yet t^ils for rest ; 
And we should win thee from thy own fair life, 



DigniodD, Google 



THE SCHOLAR-GIPSY. 87 

Like us distracted, and like ub unblest. 
Soon, Boon thy cheer would die, 
Thy hopes grow timorous, and unfii'd tlij powers, 

And thy clear aims be cross and shifting made ; 

And then thy glad perennial youth would fade, 
Fade, and grow old at last, aud die like ours. 230 

Then fly our greetings, fly our speech and arailea ! 
— As some grare Tyrian trader from the sea. 

Descried at eunrise an emerging prow 
Lifting the cool-hair'd creepers stealthily. 

The fringes of a southward -facing brow 
Among the jEgsean isles ; 
And saw the merry Grecian coaster come. 

Freighted with amber grapes, and Chian wine, 

Green, bursting figs, and tunnies steep'd in brine — 
And knew the intruders on his ancient home, 240 

The young light-hearted masters of the waves — 
And soatch'd his rudder, and shook out more sail ; 

And day and night held on indignantly 
O'er the blue Midland waters with the gale, 

Betwixt the Syrtes and soft Sicily, 
To where the Atlantic raves 
Outside the western straits ; and unbent sails 

There, where down cloudy cliffs, through sheets of foam. 

Shy traSBckera, the dark Iberians come ; 
And on the beach undid his corded bales. 2S0 



A MoMODY, to commemorate the amthai'a friend, 
Abthor Huoh Ci-OUOH, who died at Florence, 1861. 

How changed is here each spot man makes or fills I 
In tiie two Hinkseys nothing keeps the same ; 
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The village street ita haunted mansion lacks, 
And from the sign ia gone Sibylla's name, 

And from the roofs the twisted chimney -stacks — 
Are ye too changed, ye hills 1 
See, 'tis no foot of unfamiliar men 

To-night from Oxford up your pathway strays 1 

Here came I often, often, in old days — 
Thyrais and I ; we still had Thyrsis then. 1 

Runs it not here, the track by Childaworth Farm, 
Past the liigh wood, to where the elm-tree crowns 

The hill behind whose ridge the sunset flames I 
The signal-elm, that looks on Haley Downs, 

The Vale, the three lone weirs, the youthful Thames ?- 
This winter-eve is warm. 
Humid the a:r ! leafless, yet soft as spring, 

The tender purple apray on copse and briers ! 

And that aweet city with her dreaming spires. 
She needs not June for beavty'a heightening, S 

Lovely all times she lies, lovely to-night I — 
Only, methinks, some loaa of habit's power 

Befalls me wandering through thia upland dim. 
Once paas'd I blindfold here, at any hour ; 

Now aeldom come I, since I came with him. 
That single elm-tree bright 
Against the west — I miss it ! is it gone ) 

We prized it dearly ; while it stood, we said. 

Our friend, the Gipay-Scholar, was not dead ; 
While the tree lived, he in these fields lived on. S 

' Too rare, too rare, grow now my visits here, 
I But once I kne<J^each field, each flower, each stick ; 
And with the country-folk acquaintance made , 
By bam in threshing-time, by new-built rick.\ 
Here, too, our shepherd- pipes we flpst assay'd! 
Ah me t this many a year 
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I My pipe ir lost, my shepherd's holiday ! 

, Needs must I lose them, needs with heavy heart 

Into the world and wave of men depart ; 
But Thy raia of his own will went away. 

It irk'd him to be here, he could not rest. 

He l oved eaeh simple joy the i-mm try y ifjliJH, 
He loved his mates ; but yet he could not keep, 

For that a shadow loiir'd on the fields, 

' Here with the shepherds and the silly sheep. 
Some life of men uublest 

He knew, which made him droop, and fill'd his head. 
He went ; his piping took a troubled sound 
Of Btorms that rage outside our happy ground ; 

He could no t wait their passing , he is dead. 

So, some tempestuous mom in early June, 
I When the year's primal burst of bloom is o'er, 
Before the roses and the longest day — 
When garden-walks and all the grassy floor 
With bloBsoms red and white of fallen May 
And chestiiut-fiowem are strewn — 
So have I heard the cuckoo's parting cry. 
From the wet field, through the vest garden-treea, 
Come with the volleying rain and tossing breeze : 
The Uoom m gorie, and imtk the bloom go I! 

Too quick despairer, wherefore wilt thou go ) 
Soon will the high Midsummer pomps come on, 

Soon will the musk carnations break and swell, 
Soon shall we have gold-duated snapdragon, 

Sweet-William with his homely cottage- smell, 
And stocks in fragrant blow ; 
Boses that down the alleys shine afar. 

And opes, jasmine-muffled lattices. 

And groups under the dreaming garden-trees. 
And tlie full moon, and the white avening-star. 
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He hearkens not ! light comer, he u flown ! 
What iiiattera iti next year he will retnm, 

And we shall have him in the sweet spring-dayB, 
With whitening hedgea, and uncrumpling fern, 

And bluebells trembling by the forest-ways, 

•4 And iwent of hay new-mowu. 
But Thymis never more we swains shall see ; 

See him come back, and cut a smootber reed, " 

And blow a strain the world at last shall heed — 
For Time, not Corydon, hath conquer'd thee ! 

Alack, for Corydon no rival now ! — 
But when Sicilian shepherds lost a mate, 

Some good surviTor with his flute would go, 
Piping a ditty aad for Bion'a fate ; 

And cross the unpermitted ferry's flow. 
And relax Pluto's brow. 
And make leap up with joy the beauteous bead 

Of Proserpine, among whose crowned hair 

Are flowers first open'd on Sicilian air. 
And flute his friend, tike Orpheus, from the dead. 

O easy access to the hearer's grace 

When Dorian shepherds sang to Proserpine I 

For she herself had trod Sicilian fields. 
She knew the Dorian water's gush divine, 
She knew- each lily white vbicb Enna yields. 
Each rose with blushing face ; 
She loved the Donan pipe, the Dorian strain. 
But ah, of our poor Thames she never heard ! 
Her foot the Cumner cowslips never stirr'd ; 
\And we should tease her with our plaint in vain ! 

Well ! wind-dispersed and vain the words will be. 
Vet, Thyrsis, let me give my grief its hour 

In the old haunt, and find our tree-topp'd hill I 
Who, if not I, for questing here hath power 1 
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I know the wood which hidee the daffodil, 
I know the Fyfield tree, 

I know what white, what purple fritillariea ^ 
The graaay harvest of the river-fielda, 
Above bj Enebam, down by Sandford, jieldis 

And what sedged brooks are ThatneB's tijbatariee ; 110 

I know these slopee ; who knows them if not I ? — 
But many a dingle on the loved hill-flide, 
_ With thorns once studded, old, whit«-bloMom'd trees, 
' Where thick the cowslips grew, and far descried 

High towet'd the spikes of purple orchiaeB, 
Hath since our day put by 
The coronals of that forgotten time ; 

Down each green bank hath gone the plonghboy's team. 
And only in the hidden brookside gleam 
Primroses, orphans. of the flowery prime. ISO 

tf- Where is the girl, who by the boatman's door. 
Above the locks, above the boating throog, 

Unmoor'd our skiff when through the Wytham flats, 
Bed loosestrife and blond meadow-sweet among 

And darting swallows and light water-gnats, 
We tntck'd the shy Thames shore ! 
Where are the mowers, who, as the tiny swell 

Of our boat passiug heaved the river-grass, 

Stood with suspended scythe to see us pass^ — ^'T~--i. 
Thej all are gone, and thou art gone as well ! ^/"jiSO 

Tea, thou art gone 1 and round me too the night 
In ever-nearing circle weaves her shade. 
I see her veil draw soft across the day, 
I feel her slowly chilling breath invade 
The cheek grown thin, the brown hair sprent with grey ; 
I feel her Snger light 
Laid pansefully upon life's headlong train ; — 
The foot leas prompt to meet tiie morning dew, 
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The lieart lege bounding at emotion new, 
And hope, once cmsh'd, leM quick to spring ag«in. 1' 

Ar And long the way appears, which seem'd so short 
To the less practised eye of sanguine youth ; 
And high the mountaiu-tops, in cloudy air, 
j^The mountain-topa where is the throne of Truth, 
Tops ill life's moming'Sun so bright and bare ! 
Unbreachable the fort 
Of the long-batter'd world uplifts its wall ; 
And strange and vain the earthly turmoil grows, 
And near and real the charm of thy repoee, 
And night as welcome as a friend would falL ]{ 

But hush I the upland hath a sudden loss 

I Of quiet ! — Look, adown the dusk hill-sidep — j 

A troop of Oxford hunters going home, ' 
As in old days, jovial and talking, ride \ 
From hunting with the Berkshire hounda they come. 
Quick I let me fly, and cross 
Into yon farther field ! — 'Tis done ; and see, 
Back'd by the sunset, which doth glorify 
The orange and pale violet evening-sky, 
Bore on its lonely ridge, the Tree 1 the Tree ! 1( 

I take the omen ! Eve lets down her veil, 
The white fog creeps from bush to bush about, 

The west unflushes, the high stars grow bright. 
And in the scatter'd farms the lights come out. 
I cannot reach the signal-tree to-night, 
Yet, happy omen, hail ! 
Hear it from thy broad lucent Amo-vale 
(For there, thine earth-forgetting eyelids keep 
The morningleSB and unawakening sleep 
Under the flowery oleanders pale), I* 

Hear it, O Thyrsis, still our tree is there !— 
Ah, vain 1 These English fields, this upland dim, 
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These brambles pale with mist engarlaDded, 
That lone, sky- pointing tree, are not for him ; ^ 

To a boon southern country he ia fled, Vj' 

And now in happier air, \ \ 

Wandering with the great Moth er's train divine. 

(And purer or more subtle soul than thee, 

I trow, the mighty Mother doth not see) 
Within a folding of the Apennine, 

Thou heareat the immortal chants of old 1 — 
Putting his sickle to the perilous grain 

In the hot cornfield of the Phrygian king, 
For thee the Lityerses-song again 

Young Daphnia with his silver voice doth sing ; 
Sings bis Sicilian fold, 
His sheep, his hapless love, his blinded eyes — 

And how a call celestial round him rang, 

And heavenward from the fountain-brink he sprang. 
And all the marvel of the golden skies. 

^ There thoit art gone, and me thou leavest here 
Sole in' these fields ! yet will I not despair. 

Despair I will not, while I yet descry 
Neath the mild canopy of English air 

That lonely tree against the western sky. 
Still, still these slopes, 'tis clear. 
Our Gipay-Scbolar haunts, outliving thee ! 

Fields where soft sheep from cages pull the hay, 

Woods with anemonies in flower till May, 
Know him a wanderer still ; then why not mel 200 

A fugitive and gracious light he seeks. 
Shy to illumine ; and I seek it too. 

This does not come with houses or with gold. 
With place, with honour, and a flattering crew ; 
Tia not in the world's market bought and sold— 
But the smooth -slipping weeks 
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iiy, and leave its seeker atill untired ; 

of tbe heed of mortals he is gone, 

irenda unfollow'd,~he must house alone ; 

1 he fares, by his own heart inspired. 210 

inou loo, O ThjTsis, on like quest waat bound ; 
Thon wanderedst with me for a little hoor ! 

Men gave thee nothing ; but this happ; quest, 
If men esteem'd thee feeble, gave thee power. 

If men procured thee trouble, gave thee rest. 
And this rude Cuniner ground, 
Its fir-t«pped Hurst, it« farms, its quiet fielda, 

Here cam'st thou in thy jocund youthful time. 

Here was thine height of strength, thy golden prime ! 
And still the haunt beloved a virtue yields. 220 

What though the music of thy rustic flute 
Kept not for long its happy, country tone ; 

Lost it too aoon, and learnt a stormy note 
Of men contention- tost, of men who groan. 

Which task'd thy pipe too sore, and tired thy throat — 
It fail'd, and thou wast mute I 
Yet hadst thou alway visions of our light, 

And long with men of care thou couldst not stay, 

And soon thy foot resumed its wandering way, 
Left human haunt, and on alone till night. 230 

Too rare, too rare, grow now my visits here 1 
'Mid city-noise, not, as with tbee of yore, 

Thyrais ! in reach of sheep-belli, ia my home. 
— Then through the great town's harsh, heart- wearj^ng roar, 
Let in thy voice a whisper often come. 
To chase fatigue and fear : 
Why faintest thov. f I reandei'd till I died. 
Roam on I The light tee sought ii shining still. 
Dost tktm aii proof? Our tree yet crowns the hill. 
Oar Scholar travels yet the loved hill-tide. 240 
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STANZAS FROM CAENAC. 

Far on its rock^ knoll deBcried 
Saiut Michael's chapel cuts the sky. 
I climtyd ; — beneath me, bright and wide, 
Lay the tone coast of Brittany. 

Bright in the sanset, weird and still, 
It lay beside the Atlantic wave. 
Ah though the wizard Merlin's will 
Yet charm'd it from his forest-grave. 

Behind me on their grasE^ sweep. 
Bearded with lichen, acrawl'd and grey. 
The giant etonee of Carnac sleep. 
In the mild evening of the May. 

No priestly stem procession now 
Moves (trough their rows of pillars old ; 
No victinia bleed, no Druids bow — 
Sheep make the daisied aisles their fold. 

From bush to bush the cuckoo flies, 
The orchis red gleams everywhere ; 
Gold fnrze with broom in blossom vies, 

The blue-bells perfume all the air. 

And o'er the glistening, lonely land, 
Bise up, aU round, the Christian spires ; 
The church of C&mac, by the strand, 

Catches the westering sun's last fires. 

And there, across the watery way. 
See, low above the tide at flood. 
The siokle-sweep of Quiberon Bay, 
'Whose beach once ran with loyal blood 1 
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And beyond that, the Atlantic wid^ ! — 
All round, no aoul, no boat, no hall ; 
But, on the horizon's verge descried, 
Han^s, touch'd with light, one snowy sail ! 

Ah ! where is he, who should have come 
Where that far sail is passing now, 
East the Loire's mouth, and by the foam 
Of Finistfere's unquiet brow, 

Home, round into the English wave 1 
— He tarries where the Rock of Spain 
Uediterraneau waters lave ; 
He enters not the Atlantic main. 

Oh, could he once have reach'd this air 
Freshen'd by plunging tides, by showers I 
Have felt this breath he loved, of fair 
Cool northern fields, and grass, and flowers t 

He long'd for it — press'd on. — In vain ! 
At the Straits foil'd that spirit brave. 
The sonth was parent of his pain. 
The south is mistress of his grave. 



A SOUTHERN NIGHT. 

-The sandy spits, the shore-lock'd lakes, 

Melt into open, moonlit sea ; 
The soft Mediterranean breaks 

At my feet, free. 

Dotting the fields of corn and vine. 

Like ghosts the huge, gnarl'd olives stand. 
Behind, that lovely mountain-line ! 
While, by the strand, 
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Cette, with ite glistening houses white, 
Curres with the curving beach away 
To where the lighthouse beaeons bright 
Far in the baj. 

Ah I Buch a night, so soft, ao lone. 
So moonlit, saw me once of yore 
Wander unquiet, and my own 
Veit heart deplore. 

But DOW that trouble is forgot ; . 

Thy memory, thy pain, to-night, 
My brother 1 and thiue early lot, 
Fosaesa me quite. 

The murmur of this Midland deep 

Is heard to-night around thy grave. 
There, where Gibraltar's cannon'd steep 
O'erfrowns the wave. 

For there, with bodily anguish keen, 
With Indian heata at last fordone. 
With public toil and private teen— 
Thou sank'st, alone. 

Slow to a atop, at morning grej, 

I see the emoke-crown'd vessel come, 
Blow round her paddles dies away 
The seething foam. 

A boat is lower'd from her side ; 

Ab, gently place him on the bench I 

That spirit — if all have not yet died— 

A breath might quench. 

Is this the eye, the footstep fast, 

The mien of youth we used to see. 
Poor, gallant boy ! — for auch thou wast, 
Still art, to me. 
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The limbe their wonted taaka refuse ; 

The eyes are glazed, thou canat not apeak ; 
And whit«r th&n thy white burnous 
That wasted cheek 1 

Enough 1 The boat, with quiet shock, 

Unto its haven comiog nigh, 

Touches, and on Gibraltar's rock 

Lands thee to die. 

Ah me 1 Oibraltai's strand is far. 
But farther yet across the brine 
Thy dear wife's ashes buried are. 
Remote from thiue. 

For there, where morning's sacred fount 

Its golden rain ou earth coofers, 
The snowy nimalayan Monnt 
(yerBbEidows hers. 

Strange ironj of fate, alas, 

Which, for two jaded English, saves. 
When from their dusty life they pass. 
Such peaceful graves ! 

In cities should we English lie. 

Where cries are rising ever new, 
And men's inceBsant stream goes by— 
We who pursue 

Our businesa with unslackening stride, 

Traverse in troops, with care-filt'd breast. 
The soft Mediterranean side, 
The Nile, the East, 

And see all sights from pole to pole, 

And glance, and nod, and bustle by, 
And never once possess our soul 
Before we die. 
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Not hy those hoaiy Indian hiUa, 

Not hy this gracious Midland ae& 
Whose floor to-night aweet moonshine fills, 
Should our graves be. 

Some sEkge, to whom the world wEts dead, 
And men were specks, and life a plaj ; 
Who made the roots of treea hia bed. 
And once a day 

With staff and gourd his way did bend 

To villages and homes of man. 
For food to keep him till he end 
His mortal span 

And the pure goal of being reach ; 

Hoar-headed, wrinkled, clad in white, 
Withoot companion, without speech. 
By day and night 

Pondering God's mysteries untold 

And tranquil as the glacier-snows 
He by those Indian mountains old 
Might well repoae. 

Some grey crusading knight austere, 

Who bore Saint Louis company. 
And came home hurt to death, and here 
Landed to die ; 

Some youthful troubadour, whose tongue 

Fill'd Europe once with his love-pain. 
Who here outworn had sunk, and sung 
His dying strain ; 

Some girl, who here from castle-bower, 
With furtive step and cheek of flame, 
Twixt myrtle-hedges all in flower 
By moonlight came 
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To meet her pirate-lover's ship ; 

And from the wave-kiss'd marble st^r 
Beckon'd him on, with quivering lip 
And floating hair ; 

And lived some moons in happj trance. 

Then learnt hie death and pined away^ 
Sach by these waters of romance 
Twaa meet to lay. 

But you — a grave for knight or sage, 
Romantic, solitary, still, 

Bpent ones of a work-day age I 

Befita you ill 

So sang I ; but the midnight breeze, 

Down to the brimm'd, moon-charmed nit 
Comes softly through the olive-trees, 
And checks my strain. 

1 think of her, whose gentle tongue 

All plaint in her own cause controU'd ; 
Of thee I think, my brother 1 young 
In heart, high-soul'd — 

That comely face, that cluater'd brow, 
That cordial hand, that bearing free, 
I see them still, I see them now, 
Shall always see ! 

And what but gentleness untired. 

And what but noble feeling warm, 
■Wherever shown, howe'er inspired. 
Is grace, is charm ! 

What else is all these waters are. 

What else is steep'd in lucid aheen. 
What else is bright, what else is fair, 
What else serene? 
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Mild o'er her grave, ye moun tains, shine : 

Gently hy hia, ye waters, glide 1 
To that in you which is divine 

They were allied 



BTJGBY CHAPEL. 

November 1867. 

CoLSLT, sadly descends 

Hie autiunn-ereniiig. The field 

Strewn with its dank yellow drifts 

Of wither'd leaves, and the elms, 

Fade into dimness apace, 

Silent; — hardly a shout 

From a few hoys la,t« at their play ! 

The lights come out in the street, 

[n the school-room windows ; — but cold, 

Solemn, nnlighted, austere. 

Through the gathering darkness, arise 

The chapel-walls, in whose bound 

Thou, my father I art laid. 

There thou dost lie, in the gloom 

Of the autumn evening. But ah I 

That word, gloom, to my mind 

Brings thee back, in the tight 

Of thy radiant vigour, again ; 

En the gloom of November we pa^s'd 

Days not dark at thy side ; 

Seasons impair'd not the ray 

Of thy buoyant cheerful ness cle ar. 

Such thou wast 1 BUdT'stand 

In the autumn evening, and think 

Of bygoue autumns with thee. 
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FifteeD years bave gooe round 
Since thou aroaest to tread. 
In the Biimmer-morning, the road 
Of death, at a call unforeseen, 
Sudden. For fifteen jears. 
We who till then in thy shade 
Rested a8 under the boughs 
Of a mighty oak, have endured 
Sunshine and rain as we might,- 
Bare, unshaded, alone. 
Lacking the shelter of thee. 

O staaig Bonl, by what shore 

Tarriest thou dow 1 For that force. 

Surely, has not been left vain I 

Somewhere, aurely, afar, 

In the sounding laboiir-honse vast 

Of being, ia practised that strength. 

Zealous, beneficent, firm t 

Yea, in some far-shining sphere, 

Conscious or not of the past, 

Still thou performest the word 

Of the Spirit in whom thou doat live — 

Prompt, unwearied, as here ! 

Still thou upraiseat with zeal 

The humble good from the ground, 

Sternly represaeat the bad I 

Still, like a trumpet, dost rouse 

Those who with half-open eyes 

Tread the border-land dim 

Twixt vice and virtue ; reviVat, 

Succourest ! — this was thy work, 

This was thy life upon earth. 
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Mnat, mm w^l^f ^Kint 

Here and there~~eat and drink. 
Chatter and lore and hate. 
Gather and squander, are raised 
Aloft, are hurl'd in the duat, 
Striving blindly, achieving 
Nothing ; and then thej die — 
Perieh ; — and no one afike 
Who or what they have been. 
More than he aeks what waves. 
In the moonUt solitudes mild 
Of the midmost Ocean, have swell'd, 
Foam'd for a moment, and gone. 

And theccaEe-Bpnie, whom a thirst 
Ardent, unquenchable, fires, 
Not with the crowd to be spent. 
Not without aim to go round 
In an eddy of purposeless dust. 
Effort nnmeaning and vain. 
Ah yes ! some of us strive 
Not without action to die 
Fruitless, but sumething to anatuh 
From dull oblivion, nor nil 
Glut the devouring grave I 
We, we have chosen our path — 
Path to a clear- purposed goal. 
Path of advance I — but it leads 
A long, steep journey, through sunk 
Gorges, o'er mountains in snow. 
Cheerful, with hiends, we set forth — 
Then, on the height, comes the storm. 
Thunder crashes from rock 
To rock, the cataracts reply, 
Lightnings dazzle our eyes. 
Roaring torrents have breach'd 
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The track, the stream-bed deBcends 

Id the place where the wayfarer once 

PUnted his footstep— the apray 

Boils o'er its borders ! aloft 

The unseen snow-beda dislodge 

Their hanging ruin ; alas, 1 

Havoc is made in our train ! 

Friends, who set forth at onr side, 

IVilter, are lost in the shirm. 

We, we only are left ! 

With frowning foreheads, with lips 

Sternly comprees'd, we strain on, 

On — and at oightfall at last 

Uome to the end of our way. 

To the lonely inn 'mid the rocks ; 

Where the gaunt and taciturn host ] 

Stands on the threshold, the wind 

Shaking his thin white hairs — 

Holds his lantern to scan 

Our Bt^rm-beat figures, and asks : 

WhommojuLjjartrTe bring? 

Whom we have left in the suow 1 

Sadly we answer : We bring 

Only ourselves ! we lost 

Sight of the rest in the storm. 

Hardly onrselves we fought through. ] 

Stripp'd, withont friends, as we are. 

Friends, companions, and train, 

The avalanche swept from our side. 

But thon-soijld^t not alone 
Be saved, my fathazJ alone 
Con quer a nd come to thy goal, 
Leaving the rest in the wild. 
We were weary, and we 
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Fearful, and we in our march 
Fain to drop down and to die. 
Still thou tuniedst, and still 
Beckonedst the trembler, and atill 
Oavest the weorj thy hand. 

If, in the paths of the world. 
Stones might have wounded thy feet. 
Toil or dejection have tried 
Thy apirit, of that we saw 
Nothing — to UH thou wast still 
Cheerful, and helpful, and firm ! 
Therefore to thee it was given 
Many to save with thyself ; 
And, at the end of thy day, 
faithful shepherd 1 to come. 
Bringing thy sheep in thy hand. 

And through thee I believe 

In the noble and great who ore gone ; 

Pure souls honour'd and blest 

By former ages, who else — 

Such, so soulless, so poor. 

Is the race of men whom I see — 

Seem'd but a dream of the heart, 

Seem'd but a cry of desire. 

Yes ! I believe that there lived 

Others like thee in the past. 

Not like the men of the crowd 

Who all round me to-day 

Bluster or cringe, and make life 

Hideous, and arid, and vile : 

But souls temper'd with fire. 

Fervent, heroic, and good. 

Helpers and friends of mankind. 
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Servants of God !— or sons 
Shall I not call fon t because 
Not as eeirants je knew 
Tour Father's iDnermost mind, 
His, who unwillinglj sees 
One of bia little ones lost— 
Youra is the praise, if mankind 
Hath not as yet in its march 
Fainted, and fallen, and died I 

See ! In the rocks of the world 
Marches the host of mankind, 
A feeble, wavering line. 
WJipra np» thvv tending }— A'God 

Manihall'd them, gave them their goal. 
Ah, but the way ia so long ! 
Years they have been in the wild ! 
Sore thirst plagues them, the rocks, 
Rising all round, overawe ; 
Factions divide them, their host 
Threatens to break, to dissolve. 
— Ah, keep, keeptfaem combined 1 
Else, of the myriads who fill 
That army, not one shall arrive ; 
Sole they shall stray ; in the rocks 
Stagger for ever in vain, 
Die one by one in the waste. 

Then, in such hour of need 
Of your fainting, dispirited race. 
Ye, like angels, appear, 
Badiant with ardour divine I 
Beacons of hope, ye appear ! 
lADguor is not in your heart. 
Weakness is not in your word, 
Weariness not on your brow. 
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Ye alight in our vma 1 at yant voice, 
Panic, despair, flee awaj. 
Ye move throagh the ranks, recall 
The stragglers, refreah the outworn. 
Praise, re-inapire the brave I 
Order, courage, retnm. 
Eyes rekindling, and prayers. 
Follow your steps as ye go. 
Ye fill up the gape in our files, 
Strengthen the wavering line, 
Stablish, continue our march. 
On, to the bound of the waste. 
On, to the Qty of God. 



DigniodD, Google 



LATEK POEM& 



GEISTS GRAVE. 

Fotm jeare I — and didst thou stay above 
The ground, which hides thee now, but four ? 
And all that life, and all that love, 
Wer« crowded, Oeiet I iuto ao mora ? 

Only four years those winning ways. 
Which make me for thy presence yeani, 
Call'd us to pet thee or to praise. 
Dear little friend t at every turu 1 

Tliat loving heart, that patient soul, 
Had they indeed no longer span, 
To mn their course, and reach their goal. 
And read their homily to man 1 

That liquid, melancholy eye, 
From whose pathetic, soul-fed springs 
Seem'd surging the Virgilian cry, 
The sense of tears in mortal things — 

That steadfast, mournful strain, consoled 
By spirits gloriously gay, 
Aftd t«jnper of heroic mould — 
What, was four years their whole short day? 
108 
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Yes, only four ! — and not the conree 
Of all the centuries yet to come, 
And wot the infinite resource 
Of Nature, vith her countlees sum 

Of figures, with her fnlnesB vast 

Of new creation evermore, 
Can ever quit« repeat th& paet, 
Or just thy little self restore. 

Stern law of every mortal lot ! 

Which man, proud man, finds hard to bear. 

And builds himself I know not what 

Of secoud life I know not where. 

But thou, when struck thine hour to go, . 

On us, who stood despondent by, 

A meek last glance of love didst throw. 

And humbly lay thee down to die. 

Yet would we keep thee in our heart — 
Would fix our favourite on the scene, 
Not let thee utterly depart 
And be as if thou ne'er hadst been. 

And so there rise these linee of verse 
On lipa that rarely form them now ; 
While to each other we rehearse : 
Sack w<^», tuck aril, tuck lookt kadtt thou I 

We stroke thy broad brown paws again, 
We bid thee to thy vacant chair, 
We greet thee by the window-pane. 
We hear thy scuffle on the stair. 

We see the flaps of thy large ears 
Quick raised to ask which way we go ; 
Crossing the frozen lake, appears 
Thy small black figure on ti»« snow ! 
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Nor to ua only art thou dear 
Who moarn thee in thine English home ; 
Thoa ha«t thine abeent master'B tear, 
Dropt hy the far Australian foam. 

Thy memory lasts both here and there. 
And thou shalt live as long aa ve. 
And after that — thou dost not care ! 
In ns was ail the world to thee. 

Yet, fondly zealous for thy fame. 
Even to a date beyond our own 
We strive to carry down thy name, 
By mounded tnrf, and graven stone. 

We lay thee, close within our reach. 
Here, where the grass is smooth and warm, 
Between the holly and the beech. 
Where oft we watch'd thy couchant form 

Asleep, yet lending half an ear 
To travellers "on the Portsmonth road ;~ 
There build we thee, O guardian dear, 
Mark'd with a stone, thy last abode 1 

Then some, who through this garden pass, 
When we too, like thyself, are clay, 
Shall see thy grave upon the grass, 
And stop before the stone, and say : 

People who lived here hmg ago 

Did by tkit ttone, it »eem», intend 

To name for future tim«» to know 

7%< dacht-hound, Oaitt, their liltlefritnd. 
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Undib this title stand in the collected editlotie of Arnold's 
poems 'iDMt of the pieces which Appeared in the anonymous 
volvme of 1849 (the chief exceptions are The Straytd BeetUer, 
The 8kk King in Bokhara, and The Fortahen MeriTtan) and s 
few others. 



QUIET WORK. 

This Boimet appeared in the volume of 1849 and was prefixed 
as an introduction to the volume of Poeme by Maltkeie Arnold 
in 1S53. A few alterations have since been made in it, as 'kept 
at one' for 'served in one,' 'in lastina fruit' for 'in still ad- 
vance,' 'fittoJ' for 'aeuBeleBs.' The idea of the sonnet is one 
which is characteristic of the poet; compare, for example, the 
poem called Self-Dependeitce, and the Lints Written in Keming- 
Um Gardens. Goethe hm t.t |fl lamn thought a bout the qgiet bat 
- unceasing toil of NaCui'e in contrast wittL the nttm ana noisy 
" ' ' " ' ' " ' ' Nature works 'ohne Hast, oBneTSi^ in 

jr wearying hf mseU, 
□our iH aii>er an lesa imi^iui. 
The sonnet is regularly constructed, with a pause or 'tarn' 
after the octett. ui the first part the poet addressing Nature 
pravB her to teach him the lesson how to reconcile two apparently 
conflicting duties, the duty of toil and the duty of tranquillity : 
in the latter part he sets forth the contrast between the dis- 
cordant nproar of man's labour and the silent sleeplcBaness of 
Nature and her ministers, who perform aft«r sll a far more 
glorious task. 

2. The lesson fs ont, though blown In every wind, that is 
taught in all the varioni operations of Nature. 
HI 
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10. SVom the eipresaiou ' fitful nproar ' ia inferred the idea of 
fitful labour, 

13. Stm...itm, (.e. ever. 



THE CHURCH OF BEOU. 

In thii ^m, published in 1853, tlie author has combined fact 
with imagination in a way which is a little puzzling to those who 
know the actual Church of Bron and its history. The Churoh 
of Notre Dame de Broa is one of the moat remarkable in France, 
and contains the magnificent monuments of Philibert II., duke 
of Savoy, of his mother Margaret of Bourbon and of his wife, 
the celebrated Margaret of Austria. The chnrch was erected by 
the loat-niimed in memory of her husband, who died September 
lOth, 1504, about four years after their marriage, of a disorder 
brought on by drinking cold water when fatigued by hunting. 
The poet haa chosen to represent his chnrch as built in a lon^ 
mountain spot, far off from any town, whereas the actual chun^ 
is in the suburbs of the town of Bourg-en-Bresae on the way 
between Macon and Culoz. Similarly the circumstances of the 
death of the duke are modified in accordance with the poet's 
fancy; the name of the former duchess who made the vow is 
turned from Margaret to Maud, and the daughter-in-law who 
built the church ia repreiented aa dying ahortly after the death 
of her husband, whereas Margaret of Austria became ruler of 
the Netherlands for her brother Philip II. of Spain, and died 
in 1630. 

The actual church, which was much admired and talked of by 
Matthew Arnold, has very rich decorations and 6ne stained -glou 
windows. In the choir are the monuments, in the centre that of 
Philibert with two recumbent figures, W which he is represented 
on the lower stage as dying or dead, and on the upper apparently 
S8 waking in bliss with angel boys round him. On the right is 
the tomb of Margaret of Bourbon his mother, and on the left 
that of Margaret of Austria his widow. The poet, it wiU be 
noticed, imagines a single tomb, where the duke and duchess lie 
side by aide. 

As to the style of the poem, it recalls in the first part that of 
the German ballads of the early part of this century, those of 
Uhland for example, and in the second, some of the earlier 
poems of Tennyson, especially Tfit Lady ofShalotl, the rhythm of 
which is suggested but not actually reproduced. The third is 
the Gneit and moet original portion of the poem and rises to a 
high level of pictur^ue imagination. It may be observed that 
in the edition of 1877 the author omitted the first and second 
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parte, and jointed the third alone, with the title, A Tomb amovg 
the Mounlaina. The poem wm again pnblighed entire in the 
edition of 1885. 

I. 'She CasMi. 

11. mnlUon'd. A 'mullion' is an opright division of stone 
between the lights of a window. The literal meaning is 'Btump' 
or 'stock,' because it is as it were the stem from which the 
tracery above branches out. 

16. crlspB tbe forest, i.e. ourls and wrinkles the forest leaves, 
cp. ' the crisp woods ' in the third part of the poem. 

28. weltering; the word means properly to 'roll about,' a 
frequentative of the older English roalten, to roll. 

33. seonoes, 'candlesticks': properly a sconce is a bidden 
light or dark lantern. French, eaeonne ; Lat. ab$conta. 

35. dldB, usaally the raised platform at the end of the hall 
upon which the high table stands, but also used of the canopy 
over a seat of state. 

106. ' Lifelike though made of the white marble.' 

109. tMtwork, ornamental work of stems iliterlaced. The 
word 'fret' is a heraldic term for a kind of grating, from the 
French ^«e.f, Latin /eTrefum, but it has been confuaed witii the 
English verb 'to fret,' meaning 'to adorn.' 

112. the 8t, John, ' la Saint-Jean,' i.e. Midsmnmer, the feast 
of Saint John Baptist being on the 24th of June. 

n. ITht Shnrth. 

I. Bllstenlng leaden roof, a-contrast to the 'Uchen-omsted 
leads ' which we have in the third part. 

12. clips, 'surrounds and confines.' 

22. Oight, ' adorned,' from the Old English dihlan, to set in 

ill. Slfte UTomb. 

14. their Uoody tnlgbt, i.e. the wOd boars that they have 
killed in the chase : 'freight,' i.e. burden. 

31. t^e paveownt of the eaurts of HesTsn. Perhaps the poet 
had in his mind the " paved work of a sapphire stone (cf. I. 23), 
which was seen uniler the feet of the God of Israel {Sxod. xxiv. 
10). 
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114 NOTES. 

of the bailding which U lighted widi windowB, as opposed to the 
trifonnm jnstMbw, wmetimeB called the ' bliud-Btory.' 

ST. wMlwB : a very eipreSBlve word, the sound of the wind in 
tiie pinei being like the sough of the aea, 

41. gjlnuiMriiic a pictnresqae word used of a dim uncertain 
lJ«ht: properly a frequentative of 'gleam'; compare 'weltering' 
Move. Note the picturesque beauty of this concluding passage. 



REQUIESCAT. 

ISi. lApa. This word ' lap ' is simply a variation of ' wrap. ' The 
Sliaksperian use of it, "All thy fnends are lapp'd in leaid," has 
perhaps given it an association with death. 

13. Her ■pirit. being large, felt itself 'cabin'd, cribbed, con- 
fined,' in the limits of Its mortal tenement. 

16. TurtT, a variation of 'vast.' It seenu to indicate also some. 
thing of mystery ! cp. Shakspere, 1 Stnry IV. in. L 52. 
" I can call spirits from the vasty deep." 



TO A GIPSY CHILD BY THE SEA-SHORE. 

This, which Is one of the moat thoughtful and dignified of 

Arnold's poems, was first published in 1849, and republished in 
1S55. It was occasioned by the sight of an infant in its gipsy 
mother's arms on the shore at Douglas in the Isle of Man, where 
Matthew Arnold with one of his brothers was watching the 
arrival of the steamer from Liverpool. The brother who was in 
his company, Mr. Thomas Arnold, has kindly told me the 
circumstances. He writes ; " My mother and all her children 
were at Douglas for a month in the autumn of 1842, not long 
after my father's death. , . , One day ray brother and I went down 
towards the sea as the boat was coramg-in. There was a great 
crowd, and, after pushing our way through it for some time, we 
thought it beat to stay where we were. In fact, the crowd halted 
generally. Just in Front of us was a woman with a child in her 
arms. One could not have said with certainty that she was a 
gipsy, but it is likely enough. The woman, with the child 
wrapped in an old cloak, was gazing at the sea and the buey 
scene on the pier ; the child was lookme over her left shoulder, 
and therefore at us. The description of the sad little face, over 
which no smile ever broke, seems to me exactly correot. The 
complexion was sallow, the eyes dark, with black cirelea round 
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them. Looking towards my brother in a minute or two, I saw 
that ha waa completely abalrocted. So far eui I know he never 
taw the child again, and never heard anything abont her." If 
this poem wtia aotnall; written in 1842, when Arnold waa not 
yet twenty years old, it must certftinly be regarded an a most 
remarkable production. 

1. unpractised syu, that is, eyei that c(U3uot have leamt 
their sorrow by aiperience of life. 

2. ImpOTt, ' weight of meaning. ' 

6. The idea of this stanza seems to be, 'Behold the scene 
around, the passing sails, the sea, the pier, all this has meaning, 
and so too has thy gloom.' 

11. annoy. The use of the word here suggests the French 
amui, whitdi is originally the same word. 

13^ half averse, etc., 'inclined to tunl away even from thy 
motlier, who cannot comprehend thy mood.' 

IS. fimtastlo sadness. That is, ' My glooms have been but 
moods of fancied sadness, with no real depth or import' 

19. thine own, ' such as no others have.' 

20. enhanoe and ^orify, by contrast with the brightness 
around ; to ' enhance ' is properly to further, and hence to exalt. 

21. oomplexlon, 'appearance.' 

23. lapt, ' carried away ' from all else by the intensity of his 
feeling. 

26. In an alien idanet bora, ' bom Into a world with which 
bis nature is not in harmony.' 

20. Bttde sonlB. According to the Stoic philosophy all the 
external things of life are regarded as ' indifierent,' that is, in- 
capable of making a difference to the wise man's happiness. 
Stoics are ' self-centred, ' inasmuch as they consider that the 
only true good for man is to be found in himself. 

33. Or do I wait: 'Oram I to look on thee as on some grey- 
baired king, who may set forth to me the various experiences of 
a long life of thought and action, disentangling the evil from the 

39 f. ' Thou hast known beforehand what others learn only by 
bitter experience, namely, how scanty and delusive the harvest at 
life wiirprove to be, and yet thou art venturing to set forth 
npon life. 

43. to swell thy strain, i.e. to deepen thy mood of sorrow. 

4S ff. A parardirase will make clearer the connection of these 
last stanzas. 'Before death shall come and match the gloom of 
thy aspect with her stillness and darkness, thou wilt either have 
tboaght too deeply on the mystery of life or else liave ceased to 
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. think At alL There are many thinga mercifollj interpoeed 
between our aenses and oar Borrowa in this life, jet Deitber love 
nor labonr can make thoie who have fallen from a high estate 
quite forget their former glory ; and io though thou mayst be 
minded for a time by the strugslea or the pleasures of life, yet 
at last, before the night of death closea in npon thee, thou wilt 
remember what thon hast once been, and resume the majesty 
of grief which dignifies thee dow.' 

53. ths neotarons popi^ lovers me, i.e. the intoxicating 
sweetness which drugs their minds. Bo that they have no con- 
iciDnsnees of the common ills of life, as opiam drugs the senses, 
so that we feel no physical pain. 

54. dull Letbmui iprlns, producing by its dnll ronnd a forget- 
fulneas such as was thought to oome from drinking the water of 

59. tha ]iut ran 1 'just,' because the brightness of which tbe 
poet speaks is conceived to visit the Uvea of all at some time, 
making no invidious exception. 

60. A ' reach ' is a stretch in a river between two curves. 

61. blank BOiuailne. The epithet conveys the idea of a bright- 
ness by which the sight is dazed. 

tlia aloud That htat'O, etc., i.e. tbis cloud of gloom, 
which marks off one who finds life wanting and turns away 
from it hopeless. 
63, The idea is that the ease which comes of ocmimerce with 



altogether depart, when the mind becomes occupied with worldly 
cares, being too high a thing to share that lodging with them. 

66. In tlty nieo«Hi, Vby duUn : because success in the struggle 
of life wUI be seen to have bound the soul more and more to 
that world from which at first it seemed to stand aloof. This 
mood of sorrow is a truer and wiser one than any which tends 
to satisfaction with the world and with life. 



NARRATIVE POEMS. 

BALDER DEAD. 

This i>oem, published in 1855, is i 
the classical style of the Northern ti , 
keeping close to the Norse mythology it is full ot Homeric 
echoes and, in fact, the spirit of the older Greek religion ' ' 
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many respects Btrikingly akin try that of the Eddas. A few 
paralleU from Homer have been quoted in the not«B to this 
edition, and many more mi^ht be found. 

The author writes to his sister, December 1665, "I think 
Balder wiU consolidate the peculiar sort of reputation tbut I got 
by Sohrab ami Eaalum, and many will complain that I am 
settling myself permanently in that field of antiquity, bb if there 
were no other. . . . [Arthur Stanley] likes Balder as a whole better 
than Sohrafi, but thinks it too short ; and this is true too, I 
thiut, and I must some day add a first boolc with on account of 
the circimiBtanceB of the death of Balder ... Mallet aod his 
version of the Edda is all the poem is based upon " {LtUerK i^f 
Mattheu! Arnold, Vol. i., p. 47). 

The anthor quotes in Uliistration of the poem the following 
passage from the prose Edda, that is, the ancient Icelandic 
account of the Scandinavian religion : 

"Balder the Good having been tormented with terrible dreams, 
indicating that his life was in great peril, communicated them to 
the assembled jEsir, who resolved to conjare all things to avert 
from him the threatened danger. Then Frigga exacted an oath 
from fire and water, from iron, and all other metals, as veil as 
from stones, earths, diseases, beasts, birds, poiaona. and creeping 
things, that none of them would do any harm to Balder. When 
this was done, it became a favourite pastime of the jEsir, at 
their meetings, to get Balder to stand up and serve them as a 
mark, some nurting darts at him, some stones, while others 
hewed at him with their swords and battle-aies, for do what 
they would, none of them could harm him, and this was re- 
garded by all as a great honour shown to Balder. But when 
Loki beheld the scene he was sorely vexed that Balder was 
not hurt. Assuming, therefore, the shape of a woman, he went to 
Eensalir, the mansion of Triggs. That goddess, when she saw the 
pretended woman, inquired of her if she knew what the Z^ftiT 
were doing at their meetings. She replied, that they were throw- 
ing darts and stonee at Balder without being able to hurt him. 

" 'Ay,' said Frigga, 'neither metal nor wood can hurt Balder, 
for I have exacted an oath from all of them.' 

" ' What I' exclaimed the woman, 'have all things sworn to 
spare Balder? ' 

'"All things,' replied Frigga, 'except one little shrub that 
grows on the eastern side of VEJhalla, and is called Mistletoe, 
and which I thought too young and feeble to crave an oath from. ' 

" As soon OS Loki beard this he went away, and, resuming his 
natural shape, out ofT the mistletoe, and repaired to the place 
where the gods were assembled. There he found Hodnr standing 
apart, without partaking of the sports, on account of faia blind- 
ness, and going up to him said, 'Why dost thou not also throw 
something at Balder ? ' 
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" ' B«canw I am blind,' aoBwered Hodnr, ' and see not where 
Balder is, and have, moreover, nolhing to throw with.' 

"'Come, then,' aoid Loki, 'do like thereat, and show honour 
to Balder by throwing this twig at him, luid I will direct thy 
arm toward the place where he etands.' 

' ' H6dur then took the mistletoe, and, under the guidance of 

Loki, darted it at Balder, who, pierced through and t"- "- 

feH down lifeleaa." 



6. Lok Uu AoeoMr. The Sdda says : " Some reckon Lok in 
the nnnsber of the Gods, others call him the calumniator of the 
Gods, the accuser of Gods and men, ... He snrpiusea all in that 
science which is called conning and per6dy." He is, in fact, a 
kind of spirit of evil, the father of the wolf Fenris, of the great 
Serpent of Midgard, and of Hela or Death. 

11. Tallialla ia one of the palaces assigned b; Odin to the 
heroes who have fallen in battle, who feast there with the Gods. 

14. gold-rlmm'd skollB. The ancient Northern practice of 
making a drinking-cup of the skull of a slain enemy is well 
known. It enters, for eiample, into the story of the Lombard 
King Alboin, who was killed by his wife Kosamund, he having 
maiS a drinldng-cup of her father's akull and caused her to 
drink from it unwittingly. In the song of RasoBX Lodbrog 
occur these words : ' ' Soon in the splendid abode of Odtn we ahaO 
drink beer out of the sculls of our enemies." 

15. Op. Hom. n. xjciii. 154 : " And now would the light of th« 
sun have set upon them wailing, if Achillea," etc. 

16. Odin (or Woden), the supreme God of theTeatonlo religion, 
the ' All-father,' or ' Father of the ages.' The fourth day of onr 
week is called after bim. 

19. In Homer the Gods are themselves dnjUci, 'free from 
sorrow,' thongh to mortals they have given woes enough. 

22. 10 brl^t, w> loved ■ Ood. "He is most fair to view, and 
so bright that he darts forth rays of light" (Edda). Balder 
represents perhaps the brightness of tlie mm's warmth in 

24. TlM ITondM. "Of the Nomies or Destinie 
the race of the Gods, others of the elves or of the d' 
are present at the birth of every child to determine his fate . . . 
Those who are of a good oingin dispense good destinies, but 
those men to whom misfortunes happen ought to ascribe them to 
the evil Nomies" [S^da). Arnold here represents them as 
spinning the thread of man's doom, like the three fates of 
olasracal mythology, and in the Sklda also the chief d tiie 
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Nomies are three In nninber, Urtha, Verthandi, and Skalda, the 
Faat, Preaent, and Future : they are in fact the weird uaten. 

28. The Edda teaches that one day the monsters and giants of 
the earth shall make war on the Goda, the world ehall be 
destroyed, and Goda, heroes and men shall perUh. See Part m., 
U. 474 S. of thU poem. 

33. another's porUou, 'the doom assigned to another'; cp. 
the use of the Qreek word luxpa, which means 'portion,' for 
destiny. 

41. Bring wood, et<!. It was a Northern custom to place the 
body of a slain warrior on a funeral pile in a rfiip, and having 
lighted the pile to push the vessel out to sea. Balder*! ship is 
ropresented as the largest in the world. 

4S. for Uiat is wbot the dead detdre. Cp. Horn. II. xvi. 679, 
tA -fhp Y^pat '(Trl Batirrwr, ' for that is the honour due to the 

47. aiBipner, the best of all borees, said to have had eight 
feet j but this perhaps is only a figure of speech to express liis 
Bwiftuesa. 

49. Llltaklalf is the palace of Odin. When he is there seated 
on his throne, he thence discovers every conntry and sees all the 
actions of men. With this passage may be compared Horn. II. 
Kill. 1 ff. , thus translated by Mr. Lang : "Now Zeus after that he 
had brought the Trojans and Hector to the ships, left them to 
their toll and endteas labour there, but otherwhere ^ain he 
tamed his shining eyes, and looked upon the land of the ^racian 
horse-breeders, and tbe Mysians, fierce fighters hand-to-hand, 
and the proud Hippemolgoi that drink mare's milk, and the 
Abioi, the most righteoos of men. Nor did he turn his shining 
eyes any more at all towards Troy, tor he did not think," etc 

52. Kldganl, i.e. 'middle court' (or 'dwelling'), the fortress 
built by the Gods against the giants for the children of men to 
dwell in. 



67. Ida's plain, the place where the Oods had their dwelling. 
Cp. Partiu., 1. 537. 

60. think of Baldsr's vjn. Cp. the Homeric iw^a/reaL atrov 
l^iiKainjt, xiifv^t, etc.), 'to think of food (watch, battle, etc.).' 
pyre, i.e. 'funeral-pile.' 

67- the boar flerimner's flesh. The Bdda says : " The number 
of the heroes can never be so great but the flesh of the wild boar 
Serimner will suffice to snstaiu them ; which, though dressed 
every morning, becomes entire again every night." 
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68. Um Vall^TlM. "Thereareolsomany virginB whominiater 
in TftlhallK, pooring out ale for the heroeB and taking core of the 
oapg mid what belongs to t> . table. These goddesBes are called 
the Valkyriea. Odin sends thetn into the fields of battle to make 
choice of those who are to be slain and to bestow the victory." 
See Part il., 11. 10, 20 of this poem. 

arown'd thalr honiB : a Homeric expreaainn, like tpirr^pat 
irttrrtijiai'TO rorwi. It means ' filled full their drinkiog-honu. 

mead is said in the Edda to be the usual drink of the 
heroes in Valhalla : it is obtained by milking tbe she-goat that 
feeds on the leaves of the tree Lerada. Beer, however, is quite 
as often mentioned. 

69. pent-up hMrti, hearts id which the grief was confined 
and not allowed to show itself. 

73. Awd, t.«. ' God-court,' the city of the Gods or .^ir. 

84. Fansaler, i.e. 'divine abode,' the palace of Frigga, tbe 
Earth-goddeas and wife of Odin, here called Frea. She was very 
commonly confused with Freya, the Goddess of Love, and hence 
the day of the week which is named after her was called in 
Latin, diu Vanem. The distinction, however, is preserved in 
this poem {Part III., 11. 90 ff.). 

93. TeroiTlntr tbliiKS to come. Frigga knew all the deetinies 

" Weirdes all 
Methinks Frigg kuoweth. 
But telleth them never." 
96. bale, 'evil,' 'destmction.' For the sentiment cp. Horn. R. 
I. 352, M^ep, irrl /i' IrtKi^ ye piivvifGiSiiy trep^ ^Ajto, Jcr.X. 

101. the fOe, the aooiuer, etc. Repeated from L 3S, in the 
epic style, so inl. 126, "so bright, so loved a God." 

108. See note on. I. 93. 

109. Hela, 'Death.' The English 'hell' Is the same word, 
meaning tliat which hides. 

1 14. long portlon'd with, ' destined long beforehand to ' : cp. 
I. 33. So Hom. n. XXII. 179, tcIXbi rerpuiiinir U<r'u. 

115. tax anottier's Ufe, 'fill tbe place in life belonging to 
another.' 

124. the darknen (tf tbe ll^ul Umes. See 1. 28 ff. What is 
referred to is the ' darkness of the Gods,' the QStterdtinuneraug, 
when the monstrous powers of nature shall destroy the Gods and 
the world. See Part m., 11. 68, 474, etc 

130. iUn, 'ever.' 

141. the brtdfw BUToBt, whrae la HsmidaU's wateb. The 
bridge Bif roat, Uie best of all bridges, was built by tbe Goda aa 
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a way from Heaven to Earth : it ia by some called the Bainbow. 
Eeimdall is tbe watdunaQ of the Ooda, who euarde the bridge 
lest tmy gianta ahonld attempt to pass over it. He Bees a hundisd 



151. HaU's raalm ; Nifelheim, the land of cold and darkness, 
trhither go the ehoats of those who have not died in battle. 
The Iforse mythology very naturally placed this cheerless abode 
of the dead in the far north. 

157. Confronts tiis Dog and Hunter, that ia, the constellation 
of the Dog and of Orion, which are near to one another, and 
nearly opposite the Bear; cp. II. iviii. 487, "And the Bear, 
vhich they also call the Warn, which turns about in the same 
place and watches Orion, and is alone without portion in the 
baths of Ocean." 

158. And 1> alone, etc. This is the classical deecription of the 
conatetlation of the Bear, but it is not specially appropriate from 
tbe point of view of the dwellers in the northern latitudes, where 
a, good many other constollatiouB about the Pole never disappear 
from the sky. 

172. NUUmIid: to be read as three syllables in the verse. It 
means 'the house of mist.' 

173. tlie itretuiw of Hdl. ' Hell' is the same word as ' HeU,' 
and, in fact, in the Edda the place and the person are not very 
clearly distinguished. 

174. Compare Horn. Od, XI. 48, vfniav iner^ri xdpitra. 

203. loatbM feasts, becaose of the pent-up sorrow in their 
hearts. 
208. Bieidabllk. The name means 'broad splendours.' 
211. Postures of mnes, that is, arrangements of letters. The 
mysterious art of writing was conceived to have a close connec- 
tion with magic. The word ' rune ' itaelf means a mystery or 
secret conference, connected with the English word 'roan,' 
meaning ' whisper.' Hence it was used for mysterious symbola 
of anykind. When Odin desires to raise the dead he does so 
by means of mnes. 
21S. beapafeelUm, 'spaketohim,' soinPart II., 1. 179- 
219. In Homer also the Gods have each bis own house ; cp. 



238. Compare 1. 191. 

241. best, ' command.' 

271. Softlda, i,e. bards who celebrated the deeds of 
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for tha dead. It ig from F»alm v. S, " Lead me, O Lord, in Thj 
righteoofoieu. " 

276. HLtlallsd with mU. A Homeric expresaion ; cp. Od. six. 
213 : " And she when she waa satisSed with tearful wbU," etc. 

283. In gaxi, In form, etc. Compare with this the appearance 
of the spirit of Patroclua to Achilles mHom. Il.xxTil. 65 S., "And 
there came to him the soul of the mihappy Patroclua, in eveiy- 
thiag like him in statare and in hia fair eyes and in hiis voice, 
and sQch dress had he on as he waa used to wear : and he stood 
above his head and spake to him thos ; ' Sleepest thon, and wast 
thou forgetful of me, Achilles T ' " and then be proceedg to ask 
that hia aahas may he united at last with those of bis friend. 

332. Cp. Hom. JI.zxill.99: " So he spake and atretched forth 
with his dear bands, but did not take hold of him, but bis soul 
went like amoke beneath the earth with a shrill cry." Arnold 
bsa tt^eit the comparison to smoke and expanded it happily 
in the following lines. 

n. Jonrncg to tkt '^tai. 

14. tlu dally fray. According U 
;be heroes consist in drinking a „ „, 

wounded of each day boiug restored at evening. 

21. Stailda is that one of the Nomir who presides over the 
future (the name is connected with the word 'shall'). She is said 
to ride with the Valkyries to choose the slain and decide the 
victory. 

S3, tlw aah IgdrasU was the greatest of trees, "its boughs are 

rad over the whole world and stand above heaven," nuder it 
Qods hold their doom every day. Under one of the roots of 
it is Mimir'a spring, where knowledge is hidden, and Mimir 
himself, who is full of wisdom because oe drinks of it. Cp. Fart 
HI.,]. 219ff. 

36. OladheinL "They built a court in which their seats stand, 
twelve others besides the highest seat that the All-Father hath : 
that house is the best made on earth and the greatest, and it is 
all within and without built of gold in the place men call 
Gladheim " {Edda). This was the hall of the Qods : that of the 
Goddesses was YingoU. 

44. On the twelfUi day. The author puts off the funeral rites 
of Balder until after Hermod's return. In the Edda they take 
place at once ; indeed, it is questionable whether according to 
that system Bttlder would have been found in Hela's reabn nntil 
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hu fnnenti rites bod been accotnpliBbed, tmf more than I^troclna 
conld enter the gates of Hades while yet nnbumt. 

47. This BceDe of wood-cntting for Bolder'a pyre is not from 
the Edda, but from Homer. See 11. xsm. 114 ff., where tre«« are 
CQt down for the pyre of Pntroolos; "And tbey went with 
wood-cntting aiee in tbeir hands and well-woven ropes, and 
mnles went before them ; lujd mnch they went up and down and 
iddewoys and slantways, but when they came to the glens of 
manj'-muntained Ida, forthwith they hastened to cut the high- 
foliaged oaks with the edged bronze, and these fell with a great 
OTosb, and them the Acbaians split in two and tied to the mules, 
and the mules tore up the ground with their feet desiring to 
reach the plain through the close thickets ; and all the wood- 
cutters carried logs." 

4S. The Slda aays of Thor ; " He has three things of great 
-■ice, one of them is the hammer Miollnir, which the giants 
_:now when it is raised aloft ; and that ia no wonder, for it has 
niUt many a skull of their faUiers or frienda. The second costly 
thing that he has is the best of all strength-belts, ... but the 
ti^ea thing he has is his iron aloves," etc. Thor is the Ood of 
tite thunder {tkunor in Old English), after whom a named in 
Germanic languages the fifth day of the week. His hammer, 
which is thrown and retumt t^i his hand again, is the thunder- 
bolt; the thunder is the driving of bis car. 

63. A good translation of the Homeric line, ToWd IP draira 
niTotTa xipcOTit re Sixiui t' ^\6or, 

03. darkling: hero only a poetical variation of 'dark,' but 
more properly used of persons, meaning ' in the dark. ' 

01 ff The simile is very picturesque, and its picturesquenesB 
IB heightened by its detachment, so to speak ; that is, the re- 
eembunce ia in one point only, the blocking of the way, and the 
effect of the description is not so much to enforce the approo- 
riatenesa of the comporiaon as to give the simile independent life 
of its own. This alao is afl«r the model of Homer, whereas 
Virgil and modern poeta generally tend to a more elaborate 
adaptation. 

95. Ulldl, i.e. 'peaaanta': in older English 'bine' means a 
domeattc servant. 

101 ff. " She asked him his name and kin, and said that the 
day before there rode over the bridge five bands of dead men, 
' but my bridge rings not save nnder thee alone, and thou bait 
not the hue of dead men '" (£Uiia). 

113. Ugli-roofd, Uke the Homeric iKfieptitrfp. 

123. "Bnt beneath and northward lietbHela'a way "(JiUda). 
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126, Mot Ut wltit boh. Rather a harsh ttee of ' nor,' combin- 
ing the words that follow it with the epithetB which stand before 
' mist ' in the preceding line. 

133. tliar*, ie. 'thither.' 

139 ff. So OdysseaB, when about to viait the ipirits in Had«B, 
sailed through regions of darkness and mist till he reached the 
limits of the Ocean. Od. xl. 12 ff. 

140. tuti, 'journeyed.' 

14S ff. "Then rode Hemnod thereon till he came to Helft's gate: 
then he gob off his horse &nd girthed him up fast, and eot np 
uid cheered him with his spurs, out the horse leapt so haM over 
the gate that he came never near it." (Edda). 

161. In the Edda twelve rivers are said to flow from the 
fountain of Tergelmer through Nifelheim. 

157. The picturesqueaeBS and beauty of this aimOe is the poet's 
own, but the idea of the shades of the dead as fluttering about 
like bats or birds and uttering a squeaking or twittering sound, 
is taken from Homer in the flret place. The whole of this 
description should be compared with the eleventh book of the 
Odytsey. 

166. their stu, 'their fortune.' It was qply those who died 
in battle who were chosen to feast in Odin's nafl. 

172. In sloughs tntarr'd alive, the punishment of cowarda 
among the ancient Germans : cp. 'TacituB, Qermania, 12, 
" ignavos et imballes et corpore infanies coeno 00 paJude iniecta 
insuper crate merguut," i.e. they bury them in a slough with 
a hurdle thrown on the top. 

179. iMspake blm, 'spake to him.' 

167. oUsp'd hcT bee* : the Homeric attitude of entreaty. 
206 S. The Oods, hearing of the birth of the children of Lok 

by the witch or giantess Angerbode, and knowing that great evil 
would come of them, sent and took them from Jotunheim where 
they were bred, "and Odin cast the Serpent into the deep sea 
that Ueth about all lands, and ho waied ao that be lieth in the 
midst of the sea round all the earth and holdeth his tail in his 
month. This is he that is called Midgardsworm. Hela he cast 
into Niflheim. and gave her power over nine worlds, that she 
should share all those abodes among the men who are sent to 
her, and these are they who die of si^neas or eld ; and she hath 
theregreat domaine, and her walls are high and her grates huge. " 
The Wolf was bred up with the Gods, but he waxed so strong 
that they resolved at length to bind him, and tliia they did by 
cunning and enchantment {Edda). 

216 f. The chain with which the wolf Fenris was at length 
bound, after he had broken the strangest fetters of iron, was 
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a magic fetter caUed Gleipnir, aa soft and smooth as a silken 
string j and when he was boiind, the Oods book the chain that 
was attached to it and drew it through a great rock and fastened 
it deep in the earth. 

216. limber means ' flexible,' ' pliant,' coimect«d in etpnology 
with 'limp.' 

319. Him too roes await, etc. The Sdda relates how, after 
the death of Balder, the Oods t«ok vengeance on Lok, who, being 



serpent above him who drops venom over his face, and he is so 
rw^ed by the venom that the whole earth shakes, and this is 
called earthquake. There he lies till the twilight of the Gods. 

224. Hiupel is the land of fire and brightness, far away in the 
Soath. From it, according ki the Norse mythology, wonld one 
day come those who should fidit with the Gods and heroes, and 
destroy Heaven and Earth. Lok and his children, the Serpent 
and the Wolf, with other monstrous powers, shall fight with the 
Gods and slay them, though slain themselves, and at length 
Surtir, the chief of the sons of Muapel, shall destroy all the 
world by lire. The idea of a general conflagration as the end of 
all things, is foand«lso in classical mythology : 

" Esse qnoque in fatis reminiacitnr adfore tempus, 
Quo mare, quo tellus correptaque regia caeli 

As to Lok guiding Muspel's children to their boame, the Edda 
says, quoting from an ancient poem : 
" Muspell's peoples 
Will come o'er the sea. 
But Lok ateereth. " 
Lok himself was to slay Heimdall, the warder of the Gods, and 
to be slain by bim. 

bourne means property ' boundary, ' hem^e ' aim ' or 

238. beweep, 'weep for,' on the model of 'bewaiL' 

246. wlthneid, U. 'forbidden.' 

266 ft Compare with this the feelings expressed by Achilles : 
Eom. Od. XI. 487 fF. : " Console me not for death, illustrious 
OdysseoB ; I would rather be a labourer and serve another, and 
he a man with small estate, who had not much living, than rule 
over all the spirits of the dead who have peiished." 

274. thli ring:. In the Edda the rin^ which Balder sends to 
Odin is that which Odin had laid upon his funeral pyre : see note 
on 1.44. 
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280. IniernUUe nsard, tb»t i*, a look of whitdi the meaning 
oould not be fathomed. 

296. And a* a travallsr, eto. This ia one of those pictures 
which Arnold geeniB to have seen himself in nature, and treasured 
up in his memoir for reproduction. Many beautifal examples of 
such complete pictures occur in his poems; for example, II. 91 ff. 
and 1ST ff. of this part of the present poem. 



HL JJnntnL 

6 ff. The manner in which the BimUe is Introduced W behig 
put intiD the month of Lot, is dramatic in its effect. Obserre, 
as before, the completeness of the picture, and the detachment 
"■ ' ■• ^'self £r ■ ■■-' ■ " 



of the Bunile itself from the oircumatances which o 
see note on Part □., L 91. 

29. against flita, bafore thy day. Cp. the Homeric irtp liifw, 
and Virg. jfin. rv. 696 : 

" nee Fato, merita nee morle peribat, 
8ed miaera ante diem." 

30. soft, that is, in under tones, aside. 
49. iDi^ keep, t.e. 'may hold good.' 

S6. that we may tarn from grlet The spirit of the Norse- 
man, as that of the Homeric warrior, is averse to any long con- 
tinuance of mourning for the dead. It is right that the dead 
should have certain observances and a certain due share of 
lamentation, "for that is what the dead desire." but tears for the 
dead must not be allowed to keep the living from their proper 
pursuits, whether war or hunting or feasting. Odin's wish is to 

S've Balder all that he can juatly claim, but at the same time to 
im his corpse out of their sight aa soon as may be, so that the 
daily round might go on as Before. The Norse Cfoda are not 
ashamed of shedding tears, but they dry them soon and do not 
allow grief t« gnaw at the heart, however good the friend or 
however loved the God whom they bewailed. 

68. the twlll^t of the Gods. See Part i., L 124. 

73. "Thor has two goats and a car which he drives in, and 
the goats draw the car" {Edda). 

cwaylng, ' guiding ' ; the word properly means to ' bend. ' 

90. Titiytt, the Goddess of Love and Beauty, often confused 
with Frigga or Frea, but really distinct. "Freya is ranked with 

Frigg, she is wedded with the man Oder Oder has fared 

abroad a for way, but Freja weeps for him and her tears are red 
gold. Freys hath many names, and the reason of this is that 
she gave herself many names as she fared through unknown 
peoples in searoh of Oder " {Edda). 
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BALDER DEAD. 



one of her many oamsB. In aBaigDiug to the Goddess a heavenly 
&nd on earthly niune the poet is followinu Homeric precedentg : 
the river which men call Scomander is by the Gods called 
XanthoB {/I, kx. 74), the bird which the Gods call 'ch^kis' is by 
men called 'kymindU' {11. xiv. 291). 

12(1. EeguBP. Thii is the celebrated Regner (or Ragnar) 
Lodbrog, whose song, aupposed to be uttered when he had oeen 
thrown into a dungeon full of serpenta hy £lla, king of Nortb- 
nmbria, is among the most celebrated reraauiB of Northern poetry. 
The DaJiish invBaiona of Engliuid were supposed to have had for 
their motive the desire of the sons of Regner to avenge his death. 



;t is perhaps 
he mvth of I 



rather bold on the part of the poet to bring dc 
■-"--'- ' " - ■ fteroUReg 



.._ A Haider's death to so late a time, but after all Regner 

himself is a somewhat mythical hero. 

128. UTlng, that is, ' while he lived.' 

133. Bnge, or BrtWj was famous for wisdom in speech, and 
especially he was Bkilled in song. He was the first of bards or 

14S. my shsphardeM, ABlanga, Aslauga, dau^ter of Sigurd, 
is said to have been bred up as a peasant girl and to have Deen 
loved by Bagnar Lodbrog. 

176. It is necessary for the rhythm that ' fire ' should be read as 
a dissyllable : similarly ' Niflheim ' in this poem is regularly of 
three svUables; so 'Ireland,' in TrUtram and Isadl, e.g. 
"From Ireland to Cornwall bore." 

175 ff. According to the Edda the Gods, being unable to launch 
Balder's ship, sent for a witch from Jotunheim, "who pushed it 
forward so at the first touch, that fire sprung out of the rollers," 
that is the balks of timber laid on the sand for the ship to slide 
over. Tbor was so angry at her success, when he had failed, that 
he grasped his hammer and would have slain her, but the other 
Gods entreated peace for her. Here the poet makes the sparks 
fly from the trench which the ship ploughed in the sand, a less 
natural idea. 

194, ItuU seems to mean originally 'pale yellow,' and it is used 
here much in the some way as by Pliny, when, speaking of the 
darkness and dust-clouds gradually dispersing after the eruption 
of yesQ^ins, be says, "sofetiam efFolsit, laridus tamen." 

212. tlu aaxsni room : a Homeric expression, Upir fjiiap. 

217. To Uie Mb Igdnall, etc. See not« on Part ii. , I. a3. 

^3S. botli have BTonndi, i.e. there are grounds for either 
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128 NOTEa 

' AIm I I SM the man whom I love chaaed round the wait, and 
myheartiBwoeforHector ... Butcome,ajveyourcoun8el, Goda, 
and devise whether wa shall save him from death,' et«. And 
him answered agoiii the bright-eyed goddesa Athene : ' O Father. 
lord of the bright lightning and the dark cloud, what a thing 
hast thou said 1 A man that is a mortal, long ago doomed l^ 
f&te, wonld'at thou release again from evil death ? Do it : but 
not all we other gode approve.'" 

208. The aons of Bor were Odin, VUi, and Ye. Thejrslew the 
giant Ymir,and with hia body they filled np the 'yawning void'; 
of his fiesh they mode the earth, of his bones the rocks, of nis hair 
the trees, of his blood the sea. His skull formed the vault of 
heaven, and bis brains the clouds. 

262. KuspaL See note on Part ii., I. 224. 

270. BOId of pirates is one of the Norse poetical expressions 

286. See note on Fart I., 1. 93. 

307. And Ml In winter, etc. Since Balder represents the 
summer sun or the warmth of summer, this simile is peculiarly 
appropriate, indeed one is tempted to think that this part of the 
myth must have referred origmally to the dripping thaw after 
the winter's frost, which seems to promise a return of summer, 
though the fulfilment of the promise is often long deferred. 

324. " He was bom and bred in Vanaheim, but the Vanir gave 
hint as an hostage to the Oods . . . and he it was that set the Gods 
and the Vanir at one again " {Edda). 

339. tkstldlons sprltM. It may be doubted whether 'sprites' 
is a word that can properly be used of the Norse Oods ; at least 
there is nothing very sprightly about them. 

340. boor, 'peasant.' 

344. squeamish means properly ' dizzy,' ' faint,' from a word 
that means 'swimming in the h^ '; hence it expreaaes diatast« 
or diagnst, 'ovemice, fastidious.' 
362. Cp. the veisea quoted in the Bdda : 
" Thok will bewail 
with dry eyes 
Balder' B balefire. 
Nor quick nor dead gain I 

Let He] hold what ahe has. " 

408. bftTO any caiue, i.e. ' if any have cause.' 

412. tdlow-sport of Lok, because both hod perished helplesalj 
by the contrivance of Lok. Ro we say that a vessel which la 
driven about steerless is the sport of the winds and sea. 
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4S1. Fonet, U17 son. "Forseti is the son of Balder and 
Nanna : he hath the hall in heaven hight Olitnir, and all that 
come to him with knotty lawauita go away set at one again " 
(Edda). The aame function is now performed by Balder for the ■ 
Bpirits of the dead. 

466. As the Bpirita of the dead are feelila and shadowy, so are 
their quarrels and hates, compared to those of the upper world. 

470. fouaUint, that is to say, the dntiea of on ofGce, the office 
of arbitrator in the disputei of the dead. 

475. the fl«y band, i.e. the sons of Muspel. See note on 
Part n., 1. 224. 

477. FrarU. See note on Part 11., 11. 206, 215. 

478. the stent Bymer. The Edda says that the giant Rymer 
shall steer ttie shi^ NaKelfar, made of dead men's noils, and so 
shall come and join in the war against the Gods. 

479. ttw gnat MTpant : " Midgardsworm," as he is called in 
the Edda, who lies at the bottom of ocean and sorronnds the 
whole earth : see note on Part II., 1. 206. 

493. Tldar, called the ettent, is next in atrength to Thor; "He 
has a very thick shoe ; on him the Gods have much trust in all 

1^ is the War-eod ; he is one-hauded, because when 
Fenris was bound by the Gods, he laid his right hand in the 
mouth of the wolf, as a pledge that they would release him 
again. This thay afterwards rSuaed to do, and Fenris bit off 
the hand. He is the same as Tiw, after whom the third day of 
the week is named. 

496. Compare Part 11., 1. 6. 

601. it vera, 'it would be.' 

603 ff. The ^oet attributes to Balder feelings which elsewhere 
he expresses m his own person : see, for example, the I/ine» 
uritten in Kenaington Oardene, 11. 21-28. 

525 S. Vidar and Yali, it is said, will survive the destruction, 
and also Thor's two sons, who will bring with them his hammer. 



find in the gross those ' golden tables ' which the Gods once had 
lEdda). 

SZJ S. " The earth shoots np then from the sea, and it Is 
green and fair, and the fields grow unsown " (Edda). 

530. % wed of man. Two of the sons of men, Lif and 
Leifdrosir, will have escaped deetmctiou, and from them wilt 
spring again the races of the world. 

SS6. Fain bad tie, i.e. 'gladly would he have.' 
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568. Hun. The emplmtic poaition seems mmiit to indicate 
that what wtw their portion thea was not their final destiny, vid 
the simile which follows implies that the imsAe of the far-distant 
fatnre and the bright new world spoken of by Balder is meajit 
to remain most clearly before the mind. This it ie which 
corresponds to the "warmer lands and coasts that keep the 
son" of the simile, and beside the anticipation of this the 
present brightness of Heaven is faint and pale, and the present 
gloom of Hell is of no account. Tbepointof the comparison does 
not lie merely in the yearning of Hermod to join his kin, for 
that he would do equally by bis return to Heaven. 



SAINT BEAHDAN. 

The Voyage of Saint Brandan in search of the Earthly Paradise 
among the isles iA the western ocean was a favourite subject of 
medieval legend, and every kind of traveller's tale connected 
with the sea was introduced into it. He is snpposed to have 
lived in Ireland, and to have voyaged northwards past the 
Hebrides into tinknown seas. He is said to have seen the soul of 
Judos on a wave-swept rock in the ocean, with a large atone tor 
his seat and over his head a piece of cloth suspended, which 
partly protected him and partly added to his discomfort by 
Bappmg in his face. This latter was a cloak which he once gave 
to a leper in charity ; but though he had pity on the leper, he 
bought the cloak not with his own money, but with that of 
Christ and the other apostles, whose purse he kept. The stone 
was one which he had taken and put for a stepping-stone in a 
morsb; place. The moral is the same as we have here, that no 
act of goodness, however small, will go unrewarded. The respite 
from hell-fire, however, is due in the legend not to any act of 
goodness, but to the mercy of our I^dy, and it is more extensive 
Ulan ia represented in the poem. Arnold's story is in this re- 
spect an improvement on the legend, and his introduction of the 
iceberg is highly effective. The poem was first published in 1867. 

2. Thft bntlimioada of Uinta, that is, the communities of 
monks in the island monaat«nes. 

6 S. Observe the completeness of the picture in this stanza. . 



of violent motion or clashing ei 

THE NECKAir. 
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THE NECKAN. 131 

creatnres were conceived to have special delight in mnsic and 

Bona. The popular idea about them was that, Uiough doomed to 
perdition, tSey might under certain circumatances be saved. In 
Grirom'B TfuOmK SfyChology vehave the following etory : "Two 
boys were playing by the riverside ; the Neck sat there tonching 
his harp, and the children cried to him, 'What do you eit and 
play here for, Neck ? You know you will never be saved.' The 
Neck began to weep bitterly, threw hia harp away, and sank to 
the bottom. When the boys got home, they told their father 
what had happened. The father, who waa a prieat, said, ' You 
have Binned against the Neck ; go back and comfort bin;, and 
tell him he may be eared.' When they returned to the river, 
the Neck eat on the bank, weeping and wailing. The children 



said, ' Do not cry so, poor Neck ; father says that your Redeemer 
liveth too.' Then the Neck exclaimed joyfully, and played 
charmingly till long after snnaet, " GrImmaddH. "Idonotknow 



that anywhere in onr legends it is so pointedly expressed how 
badly the beatbea stand in need of the Christian religion, and 
bow mildly it ought to meet them " (Vol. ll., p. jiM, English 
translation). The idea of water-apirita wandenng among men, 
and endeavouring to become one of them by mtermarriage or 
otherwise, occurs often in German tales. 

Thia poem has undergone some interesting changes since it waa 
first published in 18S3. Two whole stanzas have been added, 
and they are those which moat definitely strike the note of hope 
for the ' lost sca-creatnre,' viz. the fourteenth, beginning, " But, 
lo, the staff it budded," and the sixteenth, "He wept: 'The 
eajrtb hath kindness,'" etc, 

53. But, lo, the staff. A similar incident occurs in the legend 
of TannhiiuBer, when the Pope dechires'tbe impossibility of the 
sinner obtaining pardon. 

66. mtb, t.«. 'pity,' 'mercy.' 



THE FORSAKEN MERMAN. 

In this poem, published in 1S49, the same idea occurs as in the 
last, of aea-creatures who intermarry with mortals and complain 
of the hard-beartedness of their human matea, from whom they 
are separated by barriers of religion. It is the gem of tbeae 
shorter narrative poems, admirable for its simple pathos as well 
aa for the pictm'eaqaeneas of the descriptions. 
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40. ocne, properly 'moialiiTe,' bat lb le especially uwd for the 
soft mod at the bottom of deep water. 

42. buk. The word meana originally to ' bathe ooeself,' 
being a refieiiva form of ' bathe ' ; honce it ie naed of bathing in 
the BuiuhiDB. Here the sense is, of course, the usual one of 
basking in the mm. 

68. We want up tha beach, etc. The original Teatonic idea of 
a sea-spirit doe» not include the notion dta fish-like form, and 
consequently Mennea and Mermaids (but they are commonly 
conceived as male) can, and often do, come on shore and associate 
with men. 

96. Tin ttw iplniUt drops. The first edition hod by an over- 
sight, "Till tha shuttle falls," as if the work had been weaving. 

1 16. Ve shall see, etc. Not« the pictnresqae quality of these 
four lines, 

133. ble, 'hasten.' 



SONNETS. 

The constraction of Arnold's later sonnets is, for the most 
part, regular ; that is, they usually have a pause and a ' tnm ' 
after tho first eight lines, as is usual in those English sonnets 
which are not of the Sliakesperian form. Tliis rule, however, 
which was not recognized at all in his earlier sonnets, is never 
very rigidly kept, and in the first of these which follow, the turn 
is nottm after the eleventh line. The rhyming is generally on the 
same system as we have it in this first sonnet, bnt the last sii 
lines are Btibject to variation in tUa respect. These sonnets were 
published in 1887. 

AUSTERITY OF POETRY. 

1, niat Bon otltaly: Oiacopone di Todi, a saint as well as a 
poet. He was converted to the religions life on the occasitm of 
the death of his wife, and joined the order of St. Francis. His 
religious poems, thoi^h written in a. rude style, have much 
energy and fervour. He died in 1306, 

7. gands, 'ornaments,' or, more particnlarly. Jewels.' The 
words ' joy ' and ' jewel ' are also derived by a diSeront channel 
from the Latin gavdiian. 
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13. a MOden Eronnd Of thonglit, etc. That is, however bright 
and beautiful the spirit of poetry may appear to the outer 
world, for the poeta themselrea it ought to have also a severe 
aspect, and to surest not enjoj'meQt only, but chastening thought 
aad self -denying labour. 



A PICTURE AT NEWSTEAD. 

Newetead Abbey in Nottinghamshire was the ancient seat 
of the Byron family, but waa sold by Lord Byron the poet, 
aft«r vehement protestatiouB that nothing should induce him to 
pait with it. 

3. MB Titaa-agony, his death-struggle, as it were, with the 
forces by which he felt himself oppresaed, a struggle of passion 
against !aw, like the war of the Titans with the newer race of 
Goda. Compare the lines in Arnold's Hemorial Veraet, where 
speaking of Byron be says : 

" With shivering heart the strife we saw 
Of passion with eternal law ; 
And yet with reverential awe 
We watch'd the fount of fiery life 
Which served for that Titanic strife." 
6. fllCdUT'd : the metaphor is from an expiring kmp. 



WORLDLY PLACE. 

Marcus Anrelius Antoninus, emperor from 161 to ISO a.d., a 
Stoic of singularly pnre and bright character. His MedilcUiini'i 
are disthiguiahed by fineness of moral perception and intense 
practical earnestness. In many respects the philosophy of 
Matthew Arnold's poems is near akin to that of the Medilaltona, 
and here he takes a teit from Marcus Aurclius and bases upon 
it one of his most characteristic maxims. 

13. Thers were, i.e. ' There would be.' 

14. Cp. Se^-Dependence, L 31 f. : 

" Resolve to be thyself ; and know that he. 
Who finds himself, loses his misery 1 " 



THE BETTER PART. 

IB Hopei, that is, the hopes of immortality and «\ 
lasting reward for wdl-doing. 
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2. ipnTti'Et, ' rajeoteat' ; properlj to ' apum' is to kick againat. 

12. tlw inward Judge, i.e. the conacioDBDeBs o( right and wrong 
in ODI own hearta. 

THE GOOD SHEPHERD WITH THE KID. 

Tertallian, moved by hia mtenae feeling against the growina 
worldlineas of the Churob, became at laSt a Montanist, and, 
amons other doctrines of that sect, proclaimed tliat aina cran- 
mittod after baptism could not be forgiven. The aect was 
founded by one Alontanus, at Ardaban in Phrygia, and claimed 
to be guided by a new and special outpoaring of the Spirit. 
TTia Montanista demanded a Stricter standard of morality, more 
fofting, the prohibition of second marriageB, and a complete 
separation of Chiistianity from the world. In particular, they 
would have excluded from the Church all who were guilty ot 
mortal sin. 

10. ty* anSluad, that is, with eyesight dimmed by riaing tears. 

11. wbere alie Ud, etc. The Catacombs, originally formed a» 
ChristiBn burial -places, and not apparently with any intention 
of secrecy, did no doubt in many oaaea become a refuge for the 
members of the Church in timea of persecution, and precautions 
were then taken to conceal the entrances to them and baffle the 
search of the purauera. 

13. The favourite form nnder which we find Christ repreBent«d 
in the Catacombs is that of the Good Shepherd, and it may be 
that the animal which he beara on his shooldera ia in aome caaea 
more like a kid than a Iamb. 



MONICA'S LAST PRAYER. 

The reference here is to a passage of the Con/tations of 81. 
AvgniUne, irtiich is sufficiently interesting to be worth quoting 
nearly in full, though it forms rather a long commentary for a 
sonnet- 
Augustine relates how, when about to embark for Africa 
with his mother Monica, she was taken ill at Ostia, and there 
died. "She fell sick," be saya, " of a fever, and in that aick- 
neas one da; she fell int« a swoon and was for a wliile 
withdrawn from these visible things. We hastened round her i 
but she was soon brought back to her senses, and looking on me 
and my brother standing by her, said to us enquiringly, ' Where 
was IV And then looking fixedly on ua with grief amazed, 
'Here,' saith she, 'shall yon bury your mother.' I held my 
peace and refrained weeping j but my brother spake something. 
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MONICA'S LAST PRAYER. 

wishing for her a 

strange place, but„ 

look, checking him with her eyes, for that he still savoared such 
thinga, and then looking apon me, * Behold,' ssith she, ' what he 
aaith 1 ' and aoon aiter to ua both, ' Lay,' she saith, ' this body 
anywhere ; let not the care for that any way disgniet you : this 
only I reqneat, that yon would remember me at the Lord's altar, 



rejoice and give thanks to Thee, recalb'ng what I before knew, 
how careful and anxious she had ever been as to her place of 
burial, which she had provided and prepared for herseli by the 
body of her husband. For because they had lived in great 
harmony together, she also wished .., to have this addition 
to her happiness, and to have it remembered among men, that 
after her pilgrimage beyond the seaB, what was earthly ot this 
united pair had been permitted to he united beneath the same 
earth.... I heard afterwards also, that when we were now 
at Ostia, she ... one day discoursed with certain of my friends 
abont the contempt of this life and the blessing of death ; and when 
they ... asked whether she were not afraid to have her body 
so tar from her own city, she replied, ' Nothing is far to God, 
nor is it to be feared lest at the end of the world He should 
not recognise whence to raise ma up'" (Cmfeawna of St. 
Augualine, IX. 11, quoted from the translation in the Lwrarj/ 
of the Fathtrs). 



LYRIC POEMS. 
THE STRAYED REVELLER. 



i admirable for the vivid 
picturesqneness of its descriptiuus. The ' Youth ' of the poem, 
one of the roat of Bacchus, who has drunk of Circe's magic cup, 
tells Ulysses what he has learnt from Silenus, how the Gods 
behold with indifference all that passes on the earth, regarding 
it merely as a specteclc, while the harda to whom the Gods give 
vision, behold also, but are compelled to suffer with those whose 
labours they see. The poem is in a loose metre without rhyme 
and less regular than that of Bugby Chapel, Heme's Gravt, etc. 
Here the verse hae sometimes two accents and sometimes more, 
and the transition is at times rather sudden from a trochaio or 
dactylic measure to a regnlar iambic verse, e.g. U. 33-62, 
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136 NOTES. 

6. nmlM: the blind prophet of Thebes. The AsopUB ia a 
river of Bceotia Tunning at a distance of BOine few milea from 
Thebes. 

16. Pelion, a mountain in Thessaly snppoaed to be the abode 
of the Centanra. 

34. on tlie Wld» itepp. The description is apparently mean 
for the plains in the Bouthem part of Russia, as they may once 
have been. 

37. bead. The Scythian, being a notnad, would hardly 
have bread, unless he found the com growing wild. 

50, raln-blear'd, ' stained and binrred with rain. ' 

54. CQiansiniui stream : that is the Oxus, flowing through 
the land of the people anciently called ChoraamiouB, into the Sea 
of AraL It is colled ' clay-laden ' because of its turbid, yellow 
waters. There ia a fine description <d the Oius in the concluding 
lines of Sohrai ami JiiLsdim. 

T3. nie Hnppy Islanda, i.e. the Islands of the Blast, to which 
heroes pass after Uieir toils in life are over, 

89 f. His foreboding is of the fate of hisconntry, andbecaase 
of it lie is scorned in Ids old age by those who have been 
formnly saved by his counsels. 

91. Hbra's anger was because when appointed to arbitrate in a 
dispute between Zeus and Hera he decided in favour of Zeus. 
In revenge for this Hera is said to have struck him with blind- 
ness, but Zens gave bim the gift of prophecy and prolonged his 
life for seven generations. 

95. then tbey feel, etc. It is said that at the marriage-feast 
of Peirithoils, one of the Lapithie, an intoiicated Centaur 
attempted to carry off the bride Hippodanieia, and this led to the 
celebrated fight of the Centaurs and Lapithie, in which the 
Centaurs were defeated and driven out of their land. Theseus, 
the friend of Peirithoils, fought on the side of the Idpitluc. 

102. Alamena's dreoOfnl sou : Heracles, whose fight with the 
Centaurs is sometimes brought into connection with that men- 
tioned above. 

lOS B. theLr akUT, ... Their melon-tiarTSSt. The bards identify 
themselves with the subjects of their song ; sympathy ia the law 
of their vision : what the Indian, the Scythian, the merchants 
on the Oius aufTer, they too mnat anfier. It is their boat which 
ia nearly overset in the sudden sqoall, their melon-harvest which 
the worms have gnawn, their bodies which are parched by the 
frost on the bare steppe, their treasure which is carried away by 
robbers or extorted from them by greedy kings ; and they must 
feel the past toils of the heroes before they can celebrate their 
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... _ .... t is, TJiobes in BceotU. In the 

WOT of tbe Seven against Tbebea each gate is attacked by a 
Beverol chief. Tbe older Egyptiim Thebes had a hundred gates. 
1 wlilch the Argouauta sailed for the 



SELP-DECEPTIOH'. 

With this poem should be compared that entitled Semtuliont. 
Here the po«t deals with the powers of the individual, and ends 
almost in despair of any real achievement ; there (vith the race, 
and looking back ockoowledgea much already achieved in the 
post, while in the future Ciod'a perfect order may at last be 
attained. This poem, which was included in the volume of 
1S&2, much resembles some of SchUler's in both rhythm and 
style. The idea U that we are Minded and deceived, aupposiug 
that we powesa powers we do not possess, because gifts have 
been given to ns not in full but as it were in mere shreds and 
fragments, so that we feel powers stirring within us of which 
after all we can moke no real tue. 

12. Btand tu bftok, ' kept us back as with a staff.' 



DOVER BEACH. 

A fine expression of the feeling that all is really Tiun that the 
world iias to offer, that here we nave neither joy nor peace, and 
yet that to be true in love to one another may oe afl«r all some 
help in tbe confusion and darkness. Tbe subdued tones both of 
light and sound, which the poet prefers, ore very noticeable here. 
The poem was published in 1867. 

S. moon-tilMKiIi'd ImUL Cp. Setiolar-Oipey, L 9, 
" the stJips of moon-blanch'd green," 
and A Summer Nighl, 1. 1, 

" In the deserted moon-blanch'd street." 

IS. BophodM Itmc ago, etc. The reference is probably to the 
choms to the Anligojie beginning BiSai/wm, din xaKwr, and 
especially to 11. 5M-58S, where the evil coining upon a doomed 
house is compared to the gathering of a storm on the sea : " As 
the swelling wave, when i&iven by Thracian sea-blasts it rushea 
over the gloom which lies beneath the sea, rolls, up the dark 
shingle from the depth, eud the beach on which it breaks re. 
wunds with a stormy moan-" 
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24. Compare Obtmiaim Onct Mart, where, Bpeaking of early 
USib departing, he Bays : 

*' But stow that tide of common thought, 
Which bathed our life, retired ; 
Slow, slow the old world wore to nought, 
Aiid pulse hy paUe expired." 

THE LORD'S MESSENGKBS. 

We mnat snppoM that the measengere ore those aaumg tneu who 
■eem Bpecially to strive io the cause of rightoousneBS and peace. 
Of these but few can feel that they have really accomplished the 
worli which they had to do. Cp. Rugby Chaptl, 102 ff. 

15. as priMnara, draw breath, i.i. live, bat in captivity to the 
powers of evil. 

16 ff. are cross'd ... By a pitUsu arrow of Death : that is, an 
arrow of Death cioesea their puth and strikes them. 

THE YOUTH OF NATURE 



dead, yet Nature herself is as lovely and fresh as of old ; and o 
moDrning and the darkening of our eyes is rebuked by the voice 
of Nature herself, who reminds us that the singer is leas than his 
themes, and that though man, race after race, may pretraid to 
read her secret, yet the gleam of her skies, the moan of her seas 
and the voice uf her hills is still unuttered. 

With the references to Wordsworth may be compared the 
Memorial Verees on the death of Wordsworth, among the elegiac 
poems of Arnold : 

" He found us when the age had bound 

Our souls in its benumbing round ; 

He spoke, and loosed our heart in tears. 

He laid us OS we lay at birth 

On the cool flowery lap of earth, 

Smiles broke from us and we hnd ease ; 

The hills were round us, and the breeze 

Went o'er the sun-lit fields again ; 

Our foreheads felt the wind and rain. 

Our youth returned ; for there was shed 

On spirits that hail long been dead, 

Spirits dried up and closely furl'd, 

The freshness of the early world. 
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Keep flesh the srass upon his grave, 

Eotha, with fliy liring wave ! 
Sing him thy best 1 for few or none 
Heura thy voice right, now he is gone." 
2. The lake mightbeeitherRydal Water or Orasmere, bntmore 
prohably the foimer, because Graamere with the grave of Worda- 
worth is in the shadow, while the lake here ia in full moonlight. 
4. bLnii, 'brightness,' oaad especially of a smooth gliHtening 
surface. 
8, Sydal and Fairfield. Fairfield is a large grasay n 

about 2800 feet high, which liea in a kisd of hone-shoe ci._ 

the north aide of Rydal Water. ' Rydal ' here a, no donht, Rydal 
FeU, a part of Furfield, not the lake. Wordsworth lived at 
Rydal Mount just above the lake, and is buried at Grasmere, 
within a short distance. 

16. The Pinar ie a remarkable isolated rock, which rises on the 
flank of the mountain called from it Pillar Mountain, on the 
south side of Ennerdale in Cumberland. The poem by Words- 
worth called The Brothers bos \ta scene laid in EWerdoIe, and its 
story ia connected with the Pillar rock. 

" You see yon precipice ^ — it wears the shape 
Of a vast building made of manv crags ; 
And in the midst is one particular rock, 
That rises like a column from the vale, 
Whence by our Hhepherde it is called The Piilar. 

Wordsworth, The Brothers. 
IT. Egranont: a village near the sea-coast to the west of the 
I^ke country, situated on the stream which flows down from 
Ennerdale. Wordsworth wrote a poem, called The Horn o/ 
Bgremont Cattle, on a trodition comiected with the Lucie family, 
who had their residence there ; hut the reference here ia prob- 
ably still to The Brothers, where Egremout is mentioned more 

16. The Kleam of The BTBnlng Star. The altusion is to Words- 
worth's poem of Michael, where the shepherd's cottage is described 
as placra on rising ground near Grasmere, whence it conld be 
Been from the village and the neighbouring dales. 
" And from this constant light, so regular 
And BO far seen, the house itself, by all 
Who dwelt within the limits of the vale. 
Both old and young, was named The Evening Star." 
The sheepfold is that which Michael worked at buildins during 
his son's absence, "and left unfinished when he die£" The 
poem ends thus ; 

" The cottage which was named The Evening Star 
Is gone— Oie ploughshare has been throng^ the ground 
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Od which it stofxi ; great changes have been wrought 
In all the ueighbonrhood :— yet the oak la left 
That grew beside the door ; and the remains 



23. the QnantoDk coombl. Here the reference is to the poem 
of Sut\. Ruth in her madness came, we are told, to the banks 
of the Tone near the Quiuitock Bills in Somersetshire, and there 
dwelt in the woods, 

" Setting her little water-nulls 
By spouts and fountains wild," 
and cheering her lonelinesa with a flute made of a hemlock stalk. 
'Coombs' are BmanvallejB running up into the hilhi. The word is 
Celtic, and is used in the West of Kngland and in Wales. 

28 ff. Wordsworth was born in 1770, and died in 1850. In 
his youth he had been carried away by the enthnsiaam for 
liberty and fraternity which expressed itself in the earlier 
movement of the French Revolution. Then by the later ei- 
cesses, and by the military despotism which sprang from it, he 
was led to change his opinions about govemnjent, and to become 
politically a ' Conservative,' Daring the last twenty years of 
bis life he saw the "dissolving throes "of the social order which 
existed in England in bis yoath, in the movements which led to 
the Reform Act, the Repeal of the Corn Laws, and many other 
Liberal measures. 

31. dlisolving throes. The word 'throes' means properly 
' pangs ' or ' sufferings,' but it has come to be associated usually 
with the pains of birUl ; so that it here sujvests the idea of the 
dissolution of one social order in giving birth to another. 

34. ths nieban seer, i.e. Tiresias, the blind prophet, who, 
having assisted the Thebans by his counsel for several .genera- 
tions, was at length captured with his native city by the sons of 
the seven chiefs who had fomierly been repulsed from Thebes, 
and drinking of the spring of Tilphusa as he was led away, sank 
down and died. 

37. Copals is an extensive lake ten miles to the north-west of 
Thebes. The range of Helicon lies to the south of the lake, and 
Parnassus is fifteen or twenty miles to the westward, rising to a 
height of about 8000 feet. 

64. the wonder and bloom of the worU : that is, the freshness 
and beauty of Nature, which he caused men to see with his eyes 
and to rejoice in. 

56. the Quit-lwarinff day of hli race : that is, the age which 
produced the great race of poets of the early years of the present 
century, among whom Wordswortii, Byron and Shelley were 
the three most illustrious. 
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^2. ' Like stare which c&q be seen only through the telescope 
of the astronomer, and by moat of us are imdiacerned-' 

77. Ui* Mighty Motlier : Rhea or Cybele, closely connected 
with the Earth Goddess, and representing the productive powers 
at Nature. 

103 ff. 'Man knows not and cannot express the mysteries of his 
own being; how then can he know and eipreas those of Nature?' 



PALLADIDM. 

This poem was pnblisbed in I8«7. The Palladium was an 
image or symbol of Pallas kept in a temple at Troy, on which 
tlie safety of the city was snpposed to depend. Odysseus and 
Diomedes undertook to carry it ofF, and by the connivance of the 
priest they sucoeeded. 

1, Slmoli was one of the rivers which ran through the plains 
of Troy, the other being Xuithua or Scamander, mentioned in 
1. 14. 

3. nimn was the citadel, or, as here, the city, of Troy. Hec- 
tor is taken as the highest embodimeot of the fighting power of 
Troy. 

6 EF. The peaceful rain of the sunlight and the moonlight on 
the columns of the temple, standing far away in its seques- 
tered glen, is contrasted with the violence of the waves of fight 

18. VOaA tmptt mnd ttllnd despairs : because Iwth hopes and 
deepaira refer to objects which are not in truth the highest, 
though to us they seem eo. 

22. a mling elBnenee. ' Effluence ' is properly that which flows 
from something : here, as qualified by 'mling,' it combines this 
idea with that of ' influenoe,' that which flows upon something 

The high ideal must not altogether be lost, though it may be 
forgotten for a time. If it fails altogether, our life wm necesssrily 
be iruitleas of all real good. Compare with this poem that which 
is called Morality. 

REVOLUTIONS. 

Compare with this the poem called Sf^f-Deeeptitm. There the 
gifts of the individual are represented as so imperfect that it is 
doubtful whether any good can be attained : here, since the race 
is in view rather than the individual, and since the defects of 
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one BMji an to some extent mppUed by othera, there is more 
hope of the nltimste attainment of the end. The poem was first 
published in 1852. 

8. wmetliliiK WM made. The word ' Greece ' ma; be taken to 
represent the highest development of plastic art and of literary 
fonn, ' Rome ' that of law and government, ' England ' ot political 
freedom firmly Iraaod, 'France' of universal ideas of equality and 
fraternity. 

SELF-DEPENDENCE. 

The idea of the permanence and calm of nature as oppoeed to 
the restless fever of human life is one which appears constantly 
in Arnold's poems. Compare the opening sonnet Quiet Wort, Tht 
Tmith of Naturt, Lina Written m Kennngtim Oarttttui, and 
TAyrnL This poem was published in the volume of 18S2. 
31 f. Compare EmptdocU» on Etna : 

" Once read thy own breaat right. 
And thon hast done with fears." 



MORALITY. 

This poem was first published in 1862. Compare with it the 
poem called Palladium. 

I ff. The true value and meaning of the daily routine of duty 
has never been better expressed than in this opening stanza. 
We cannot always stir up entbasiosm ; our hearts will at times 
''""'■ ' nd love may fell, but ibg.!^! V^jrhiolt. IiaVe 

mtaof B] _^_a_ 

._ _ ... rcownewhaTe gathered roimd 
when we soaroely know to what our work is tending. 

13. wtwn UMdonds are off ttWMttl: that is, in those m 
of brightness, 

' ' When love is an unerring light 
And joy its own security." 

Wordsworth, Odt to Duly. 
Natur e herstlf- thnn ^ guides as to that, which is highest, and 



ee3Sr~ 

19. wliose eennre thou Ooet dre«d, because of thecogtiaalhev 
t.i ^ii »hp hiiinim Mt.mifylB to fulfil a tttak H u d the Tr ee l awful 

nir with whii-l» TJf||,n|[v^ purfomm her worW" 
24 ff. Compare the' sonnet In Harmony leUh Nature : 
" Know, man hath all that Nature hath and more. 
And in that more lie all his hopes of good. " 
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31. CKHg*, 'meaauFe.' ,N"'"~ ■"■ sot ypt. ramPa jH hy the 
mewurament imposed upon her by tuna o r the liiaitB laid doira 
for her by agace. _ 



LINES WRITTEN IN KENSINGTON GARDENS. 

This poem was firat pablialied in 1SS2, and then not until 
1867. 

I. A ' glada ' is aa open apace in a wood. The word ia con- 
nected with 'glad,' meaning properly, 'bright.' 

4. blaak-ortm'd, becauae oE the maaa of dark foliage at the 

rad-bolwl, i.e. i 
often have. ' Bole ' i 

Q. glrdlliifr, ' Burrounding.' 

8. Obaerve the expreBsive rhythm of the line. 

24. Pan was the god of the conntiy and of flocka. 

25. on mMi'i Imploua aproar hnrl'd, i.e. when compelled to he 
with thoae whoae life ia a tarmoil of oaholy contention. 

28. kMps, ' d^elU. ' 

39. a peaOB of thtn«. This ia not, of course, the peace of the 
mral qnietneaa, for that can be marred by man at any moment, 
but the inner peace of the aonl amid outward strife, of which the 
peacefulneHB ol thia glade in the midat of the city'a uproar ia a 
type, 

CADMUS AND HARMONIA. 

Thia is from the dramatic poem, EmpedoeU* on Etna, published 
in 1852, bat almoat at once withdrawn, and not repnbliAied until 
1607. The author in fact waa disaatiafied with it, not, aa he 
takea care to explain, becauae it deala with a claasical aubject, 
but because being in dramatic form it ought, he conceived, to 
have dramatic action. It ia, however, in itself a fine poem and 
well daaerved to be republiahed. The author himself ehoso this 
lyric and the Apollo Muaagetes, which follows, for sepBrate 
publication. 

Zena ia aaid to have given Harmonia to Cadmal, founder of 
Thebea, aa hia wife, and all the goda were present at the 
nuuriage. When Cadmna at length resigned thecovernment of 
Hiebes, he went to Illyria, and finally he and Harmonia were 
changed by the goda into serpents. The caltuoitiea of Tbebea 
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were t, favourite subject of Greek drama, «o that Milton, «&nine- 
rating the iabjecta of ti'agedy, apeaka of it as 

" Presenting Thebes, or PelopB' line, 
Or the tale of Troy divine." 
14. When the Bphlnx lived: that is, on a rock near Thebee. 
16. the '"ww™ is the little river on which Thebes stands. 

APOLLO MUSAGETES. 

This lyrie, like the preceding, is from EmpedoeU» on Etna, of 
which it is the conclusion. 'AfMllo Mosagetes' is 'Apollo, 
leader of the Mnees,' a character in which we Bometimes find 



G. Hot bar*. The soene changes from Etna to Helicon, and so 
oontinnee to the end. 

7. Hallooniaamonntaininthesoathof BoMitia,gaored to ApoUo 
and the Muses. Thisbe was a email town in the vallej on the 
southern side. The ridge nms down at its western extremity to 
the Corinthian Gulf. Note the punctuation of these lines. 

30. the Kins, i.e. the Muses. 

38. Ita the spring. The fonntains of Aganippe and Hippocrene, 
on the slopes of Helicon, were sacred to the Muses. 

47 1- Note the antithesis between ' rest ' and ' action. ' 

I, that is, the reward of strife, the palm as emblem 



of viator;. 



ELEGIAC POEMS. 

THE SCHOLAR-GIPSY. 

This poem was first pnblished in 1S53. The subject was sag- 
gested by a passage in Glanvil's Vanitj/ of Doffmataing, a Bmoll 
octavo, dated 1661, which is quoted in a shortened form by the 
author in his notes. This passage it is worth while to give in 

Qlanvil is setting forth the idea that one man might b« 
able to determine the thoughts of another by the pow«r of the 
Imagination. This, he says, "will be reckon'd in the first 
rank of Impossibles : yet by the power of advanc'd Imagination 
it may veiy probably be effected, and story abonnds with 
instances. Tie trouble the reader but with one ; and the hands 
from which I had it make me secure of the truth ont. There was 
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very lately a Lod in the University of Oxford, who being of very 
pregnant and ready parts, uid yet wanting the encouragement 
of preferment, was By his povertv foro'd to leave his atudiea 
there and to caat himself apon the wide world for a lively- 
hood. Now his nacesaitiea growing dayly on him, and wanting 
the help of friends to relieve him, he was at last forced to joyn 
himsBlf to a company of Vagabond Gypfliee, whom oocasionly 
be met with, and to follow their Trade for a maintenance. 
Among these extravagant people, by the insinuating aubtilty of 
his carriage he qnickly got so much of their love and esteem, as 
that they diacover'd to him their Mystery; in the practice of 
which, by the pregnnncj of his wit and parts, he soon grew so 

tood a proficient as to be able to out-do his Inatructours. After 
e had been a pretty while well inetructed in the Trade, there 
chanc'd to ride by a couple of Scholars, who had formerly bin of 
his acquaintance. The Scholars had quickly spyed out tiieir old 
friend among the Gypsies ; and their amazement to aee him among 
Buoh society had well-nigh discover'd him : but bya sign he pre- 
vented their owning him before that Crew ; and taking one of them 
aside privately, desired him with his friend to go to an Inn not hx 
distant thence, promising there to come to them. They accord- 
ingly went thither, and he follows. After their first salutations 
his friends enquire how be came (o lead so odd a life as fhat was, 
and to joyn himself with such a cheating beggerly company. 
The Scholar-Gypsy, having given them an account of the necessity 
which drove him to that kind of life, told them that the people be 
went with were not such Impostours as they were taken for, but 
that tbev hadatraditioncilkindonearning among them, andconld 
do wonders by the power oFTmaginati on. and thaf liimn Blf had 
learnt much of their Art, anci improved it further then them- 
selves could. Atr d tu e d nce the truth of what he told thera, he 
said he'd remove into another room, leaving them to discourse 
together, and upon his i-eturn tell them the sum of wtiat they 
heul talked of : which accordingly he perform'd, giving them a 
full account of what had pasa'd between them in his absence. 
The Scholars being amaz'd at so unexpected a discovery, earnestly 
desir'd him to unriddle the mystery. In which he gave them 
satisfaction by telling them that what he did was by tha powe r of 
Tinii.g||i nt,inn , ^ia piiiLiiny l yinding the ira ; and that himself had 
dictated to them the discourse tTiey held together, while he was 
from them : that there were warrantable wayes of heightening 
the Imagination to that pitch as to bind another's, and that whan 
he had compasa'd the whole secret, some parte of which, tie said 

give the wn Hdan ftppmin t nf a 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1" U II ll 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 ll ' • | pjl I '!( I 'l -in) 

Arnold very naturally shrank from inflicting so lung a citation 

npon Ilia readers of 1S33, but the passage oa now given at length 

is both interesting in itself and adds points of illustration for 

D..„-;;c:,G00glc 



146 NOTES. 

the poem. We see on the one band the original of the ' pregnant 
parts ' of 1. 34, of the suggeHtion about ' preferment 'ml. 36, 
and above all at the title of the piece, TiCe Schdar-Giptt/. On 
the other hand we find that the ' heaven-sent moment ' which 
was to be awaited, the 'spark from heaven' which should at 
•ome lime E*U, and the supposed populiir legend that ibe lost 
soholar stiU strayed about the fields und hills near Oiford, are 
all due to the poet, whose imagination haa greatly improved 
upon Glanvii'g hmt. Before leaving Olaavit we may observe 
that he was perhaps eongenia! to Matthew Amold'fl mood 
because of his tendencf to look beyond the vulgar oontroversies 
of his day and to seek for sources of illumination from new 
quaiterB. In his book on the 'Preeiistence of Souls' called Lvx 
OrimtalU, published 1662, he says (p. 34): "And since out 
enquiries are benighted in the West, let us look towards the Bast, 
from whence 'tis ukely the desired light may display itself and 
chase away the darknesse that covers the face of those theories." 
This poem and the succeeding one are in the form of pastoral 
elegiea localized in the countcy to the west of Oitord. By 
virtue of them Matthew Arnold may claim to have done on a, 
small scale for this little piece of English rural scenery some- 
thing like that which Wordsworth did for the Lake country. He 
has " lent a new life to these hills," and has mode Oumner and 
Wychwood, Hinksey and Bagley Wood, Oodstow and Bablock 
Eythe classic names even for those to whom Oxford and its 
country are unknown, while for sitccesaive generations of Oxford 
men biattbew Arnold's two pastorals have been Srst a revelation 
of rnral beauty and chann which they might otherwise have 
passed by unnoticed, and afterwards a treasury of picturesque 
and poetical memories. Hardly any other locality indeed could 
have awakened the same kind of interest. 

It is trae that in the hands of Arnold the pastoral elegy is not 
a mere idyll. The form is adopted not merely because it is 
picturesque, but as the most effective means of expressing the 
thought. Yet we moat remember that with Arnold the influence 
of locality is always strong ; whether it be Switzerland or 
London, the Lake country or Oxford, impressions of place have 
always much to do with his methods of poetical conception. In 
I this case the tranquillity of the rural life and the comparative 
j periiianence of its features as compared with those of " each 
V- spot Sram-Bsakaa of fills," is a guarantee to him that the clear 
' Mm and the unconquerable hope of his Scholar-Gipsy atill live 
In the world; and the peacefniness of these loved bills is con- 
trasted with the feverish life from which not even "that sweet 
city with her dreaming spires " is altogether free, the life of 
turmoil and controversy, of knocking at preferment's door, 
successfully or in vain, of half-beliefs and casual creeds, of vague 
resolves never fulfilled, of insight which hoa never borne fruit in 
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deeds. To thoie who object to the artiliculity of pastor&l 
poelr; it nmy fi^Iy be replied that in the Schdar-Qipty at least 
there ia little or nothing of thia fault. The shepberd i£ a real 
■hepherd and doei notUng that a ihepherd oueht not to do, 
and the landscape ia used truthfully and beautifuUy sa a setting 
for the cefleotions. 

The ten-line stanza of these two poems ii an unusual one. It 
consists of a leitett rhyming ab cb ea, the last Une being 
shorter than the rest by two accents, and a quatrain rhyming 

rs made of hurdles of osiers 



n of ' wishful. ' 
4. nujlt, ' strain ' (with shouting). 

10. ttM qnOBt: that is the search after the ■ Scholar-Glps^;' 
who was said hy popular rumour BtUl to haunt these hills and 
fields : cp- IL 62 t : CX 

" And I myself seem half to know thy looks 

And pnt the shepherds, wanderer ! on thy trace. " 
21. o'er tbe tUstt, tuOf-reap'd Held, that ia, lying above it, in 
the tojHnost comer of a sloping cornfield. 
31. OlaiiTil'a book. See the Introduction to this poem, 
34, 'pmgoaaX ptrti: a phrase from Qlanvil, "being of very 
pregnant and r^dy parts. " The epithet ' pregnant ' points to 
something original and productive in his abilities. 

36. knooktng' at preferment's door: that is, endeaTouring tc 
win promotion, a fellowship or a living, by his talents. 

L the original edition ' happy 



53 IT. With this description of the Scholar-Gipey and his 
haunts may be compared that of the pensive student of Nature 
in Gray's Eltgy, of which perhaps Arnold was thinking when be 
conceived himself as making inquiry of the shepherds after his 
Scholar: 



" Haply some houy-headed swain may say. 
Oft have we seen him at the peep of dawn 
Brushing with hasty steps t^e dews away. 
To meet the sun upon the upland lawn : 
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" There at the foot of yonder nodding beech, 
That wreathes its old fimtastic root! bo high, 
ffis liBtlesa length at noon-tide would he itretch 
And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 



07. tilt HoTHt : that is Cumner (or Chawley) Hunt, a conapicn- 
: g crowned with trees, an elm and seven ftrs (there 



_.. which forms the northern part ot the low range 

called in 1. 69 "the Cumner hills," running Bouthwarda from 
somewhere about the hamlet of Botley to the end of Boors Hill, 
at a distance of about two miles to the south-west of Oxford. 

6S. tlie BeAsUre moon are, it may be supposed, simply the 
Berkshire downs ; the only Kroond that can be called ' moor ' in 
a stricc sense lies on the slopes of the hills above mentioned, 
which are indeed in Berkshire, hot hardly secluded enough to 
sniC the present passage. 

59. InglS'bench, the sea-t by the fire-aide. The word 'ingle' 
is Celtic (perhaps borrowed from Latin ignicidua) and means fire, 
so the 'ingle-nook' is the chimney-corner. 

69. green-mulDed : that is, enveloped in green foliage. 

74. Ball-Ioolc-lllUie, a. ferry over the Thames, some five or 
six miles from Oxford, by which riders who had gone out by the 
Witney Road, crossing the bridge near Ensham, might retnm by 
another way, making a circuit of about sixteen miles. There is 
no bridge over the nver between Newbridge and SwLnford bridge 
near P^ham, a distance of nearly seven miles. 

76. cliopa round : in the first edition, " swings ronnd." The 
meaning is the same, the idea being that the pnnt makes a bend 
down the stream as it crosses, and is pulled round in a curve by 
the loose rope attached to it. The expression ' chop ronnd ' is 
used especially of the wind changing ita direction, or of vessels 
tnming with wind ; to ' chop ' is properly to change, 

79. shy, that is, ' retired ' ; so in 1. XO. 

Tychwoofl bowers: originally "woodland bowers." The 
substitution is a very happy one, giving definiteness to the de- 
scription and introducing a name which has charming associations. 
Wychwood forest is about ten miles beyond Bahlock Hythe. 

83. the Fyfield elm. This is an elm tree, which stands not - 
exactly at Fyfield, but at the hamlet of Tubney, on a piece of 
turf by the roadside, just where the roads from Oxford Euid from 
Abingdon join. It waa onca remarkable for ita vast size, and 
was a landmark for all the countryside ; but some five years ago, 
the branches having begnn to break off, it was judged to De 
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(langeroDS to passers-l:^, Mid woi ont down to a height of some 
thirty feet. The trunk Euid the lower part of the ami which 
spring from it remain, to tastif j to its former greatness. The 
trunk, at a height of six feet from the ground, is about 28 feet in 
girth. It does not appear that anyone dances round it in May ; 
the Fyfield villagers do not dance round anyUiing at that aeason, 
and it seema questionable whether maidens from distant hamlets 
ever did bo ; but it is hardly fair to bring a pastoral poem strictly 
to the test of facts. 

91. Oodatow Brldg-e, over the Thames between Wolvercote aod 
Wytham, about two miles above Oxford, near the ruins of God- 
stow Nunnery. 

92. Compare Tennyson, Otrainl and Enid, 1. 252 : 

" And watoh'd the sun blase on the turning scythe." 
05. tlie abandoned laslier : perhaps the bathing.place with a 
fall into it on the side stream which runs by Wytham mill. 

111. Baf^ey Vooa, a pictaresque piece of forest-ground about 
two miles to the south of Oxford, through which runs the Abing- 
don road. The gipsies would not bo allowed to enter the wo^ 
itaeU, which is closed, but might pitch their tents on the turf by 
the side of the road which runs through rt. 

119. Eapt, i.e. carried away by his own thoaghta, 

120. walUnff, that is, for one of those heaven-sent momenta 
which are needed for his skill ; cp. L 50. 

121. on tlie causeway eUlL This is the raised path which 
goes over the low and sometimes flooded meadows to North 
Hlnksey and the hills which have been before spoken of. 

147. with Ulu and teen, 'with joy and sorrow.' 
149. the Jnst'Panaliig Oenlns. The Genius is the spirit which 
presides over each man's life, as conceived by the Roman religion. 
Here the "just-pausing Genius " is the spirit which, having pre- 
sided over the various endeavours of our lite, now that we are 
wearied and exhausted has a moment of rest. To hira we may 
be said to deliver our out-worn life, and such existence as we 
have is in the past and not in the future. We look back to all 
the stores of our sad experience, our perpetual new beginnings 
and new disappointment^ "we are what we have been," and w 
have given up all hope for the future, all expectation of a^^rk 

167. The singleness and simplicity of the aim convinces us that 
it will live on, and not perish like our feverish schemes ; and as 
Olanvil might have said, the soul of such a one, if its bodily 
tenement perishes, will find and inform some other suitable body, 
through which it may continue ite activity. 
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166. ' Which to have tried many thing* and to have been dia- 
sppointed is many things brings with it,' that is, 'which is 
caused by many faiiurea.' 

167. term or scope, that is, fined limit or aim of our movement. 
' Scope ' meatis properly a mark aimed at, 

172. ooanal creeita, BjBtems of belief or ways of viewing things 
which have come, aa it were, by chance, and are not rooted m 
any vital conviction, 

1S2, amonsat n* one. Who most hai onSer'd. The passage ia 
expressed so as to suggest that the poet ia thinking of some 
particular person, especially in the Grst edition, where ' One ' ia 
printed with a capital letter ; and yet it is difficult to conjecture 
who the person could be. Tennyson had lately published /n 
Memoriam, bnt probably Arnold would not have spoken so of 
him. Neither Goethe nor Wordsworth answer to the description ; 
they represent the comparative sanity of an earlier generation. 

190, anodynes: that U, devices for relieving the pain of hie 
spiritual diaease, 

193. waive, 'resign.' 

194, QIOM.lipp'd, pressing the lips closely together, that no 
hasty word may escape them, 

306. palsied hMTta ; because, not having any vital belief or 
fixed um, the spirit ia paralyzed and nnabte to achieve anything. 
20s. Averse, aa Dido did, etc. The reference is to the passage 
of the jEneid where Dido, having slain herself because she had 
been deserted by Enea^, is addressed by her ' false friend ' in the 
nndwwrld, but tnms away from him in silence : 
" Ilia solo fixos oculos aversa tenebat. 
Nee nuwia incepto voltum sermone movetuT, 
Quam SI dnra sUei aiit stet Marpeaia cautes. 
Tandem cornpnit eese, atque inimica refngit 
In nemos nmSriferum. " jBb. vi. 469 ff, 

312. 'Clinging to the dark recesses which are a security against 
outward disturbance,' 
220. dingle meanaproperly 'adark place'; hence a deep ahady 

232 ff. As some giSiVe Tyrian trader, etc. The simile gives 
~with admirable pictnresqnenraa the contrast between the man of 
antiijiie simplicity and far-reaching aim and the versatile schemer 
of modem Ufe, with shallow views of life and divided purpose. 
The grave Phenician carries out beyond the western strait^ to 
the Atlantic his corded bales of sumtantial merchandise, while 
the merry Grecian coaster paasea only from isle to i^le of the 
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234. tha cool-balr'd orMpen, hanging over the moath of 
Bome sea eare or hidden cret&, whore 5ie little vessel, vhich can 
only sail by day, has been laid up till sunriBe. 

244. tUdland, i.e. Mediterranean; so Wordiworth ipeoks of 
"Parthenope apon the Midland sea." 

245. the Syrtea, two sandbaukB off the coast of Africa to the 
south of Sicily. 

247. UDlMnt uUi : that is, unbound the cords which held the 
sails extended, and furled them. 
24S. clomly, because veiled in the misty spray of the breakers, 
340. Ibeilaju, a general name for the ancient Spaniards. 



THYBSI8, 

This poem, written to commemorate the author's friend, 
Arthnr Hugh Clough, who died at Florence, 1861, is in the 
same stanza as the preceding one, and still more definitely 
pastoral in form. A note by the author indicates that it wa: 
meant as a companion poem to The Schtilar-Oipay, to whicH 
there is reference throughout. It was published in MctcmiUan'g 
Magazine, April, 1866, and then In the volume of Ntw Poems, 
1867. - 

With characteristic self-restraint the authi 




not so much to Commemorate hia friend's highest 
connect him with certain places and to record cert 
tions. This is clear from a letter of the author to Prof. SIIa_ 
April 13, 1866: " rAyriisisa very quiet poem, hut, Ithinh, solid 
and sincere. It had long been in my mind to connect Clough - 
with that Cumner country, and when I began, I was carried 
irresistibly into this form. You aay truly enough that there is 
much m Clough (tha whole prophet side, in fact) which one 
cannot deal with in this way ; and one has the feelinig, if one 
reads the poem as a memori^ poem, that not enough is stud 
about Clough in it. I feel this so much Ihat I do not send the 
poem to Mra. Clough, Stil! Gough had this idyllic side too : to 
deal with this suited my desire to deal again with that Cumner 
country. Anyway only so could I treat the matter this time; 
Valeat qva,ntv,m. To his mother he had written on April 7 ; 
"Tell [Edward] that the diction of the poem was modelled 00 
that of Theocritus, whom I have been much reading during the 
two years this poem has been forming itself, and that I meant 
the diction to oe so artless as tiD be almost heedleaa. . . . The 
images are all from actual observation, on which point there 
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is an excellent remark in WordBworth'B notes collected by Misa 

i'enwick.... Edward h»«, I think, fiied on tbe two stanzM 

I myself like best in 'O eiksy accew' and 'And long the way 

sppean!.' I olao like 'Where ia the girl,' luid the stanzaa 

before it, bnt that is because they bring certain places and 

moments before me. It is probably too quiet a poem for the 

general tast«, but I think it will stand wear." 

~ "Tliequietnew of the poem is, in fact, ite greatest charm. It 

— ' -□ the lease Uke the other great poems which have been 

in the present century to commemorate dead frienda, 

,. . in Memoriam or AdtmaU, though the hitter of these is 

drawn to some extent from the same sources, Theocritus and 

Moschiis : ThyrsU is rather a descendant of Lyddaa through Gray's 

I Megj/. Though the diction, no doubt, was modelled upon that 

of Qreek pastoral poetry, there is only one passage, I think, 

\ which can be definitely marked down as imitated, and that is 

I the two stanzas IL 81-100, where reference is mode to the lament 

I for Bion. 

Not much need here be said about Clough. He was a man of 
singular gifts and great fascination of character, a few yeara 
.. older than Arnold, whose friendship with him must have been 
~ chiefly at Oxford between 1845 {when Arnold was elecl«d a 
Fellow of Oriel) and 1848 (when Clough resigned his tutorship of 
Oriel and left Oxford). He had been one of Dr. Arnold's 
favourite pupils at Rugby, and man; at Oxford Were found to 
say that they owed more to him than to any other man. Such a 
poem as the Bothie of Tob^-wx- VvxilKk shows the idyllic side <^ 
his nature, of which Matthew Arnold speaks, and this come 
immediately after his farewell to Oxford. Tkyrns in this poem 
stands for Clough, and Corydtm iax the author, names borrowed 
from Theocritus, or rather from Virgil, in whose seventh 
Edogue they occur as the names of two rivals in a singing-matcli : 
. " Ambo florentea (etatibus. Arcades ambo, 
Et cantare pares, et respondere parati." 
It is more necessary perhaps to speak of the localities with 
which Arnold connects lus friend. Already something has been 
said of them in the not«s on the preceding poem, but here the 
references are more definite, and it is more essential that th.«y 
shoald be clearly understood. Any map will show the bend 
northwards of the River Thames, and then its turn to the south, 
shortly before reaching Oxford. This loop is caused by the 
intervention of a line of low hills running nearly north aud 
south for a distance of about six miles, the most northerly part, 
round which the river makes its bend, being the beautifully 
wooded hill of Wythaiu (pronounced ' White-ham '), to the south 
of which, after sinking almost to the level of the plain, the 
ground rises again to the heights of Cunmer Hurst and Boftn 
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Hill, whence it slopes down again towards Abingdon. This Is the 
' Cumner range ' to which Arnold refers, hills never qnit« rising 
to B, height of 650 feet above the sea (that ia, 350 feet above 
Oxford), and cnltivated np to the summit of the ridge, where 
however a yellow sandstone crops np, and much o? the ground 
lies waste, covered with gorse and heather with copses 
interspersed. The top of Bou^ Hill, from which there are fine 
views of the river valley on both sides and of the Berkshire 
downs to the south, is a favourite object of walks from Oxford, 
but not only has the ' plongbboy'a team' gone down many a 
bank which was green in the days of Arnold and Clough, but 
mach of the hill has now been built over, having been Kinnd a 
healthful resort by jaded Oiford tutore. 

1. How changed Is tiere, etc. The keynote is struck at once 
by this reference to the restleBB movement of human things as 
compared with the peace and permanence of the fields and hills. 
So in the lost linea of the poem the proof that "the light we sought 
is shining still" is found in the fact that the place is still the 
same, " Oar tree yet crowns the bill" 

2. the two HlnbieyB. Jnet below the ridge described above 
lie the two little villages of North and South Hinksey, the former 
Wprooched by the wooden bridge and causeway spoken of in The 
Scholar-Oipn/, 11. 121-123. From both villages paths ascend the 
hill, but that which is especially spoken of here is South Hinksey, 
as we see from the next stanza. 



iods np the 

t half-ww 

e properly called Childawell (or Cbilawell) farm. It 



hill from South Hinksey ; the farm, which lies about h 



is at the bottom of the large field which is now naed as a golf, 
ground. 

14. Tha Etgnol-alm, etc. This famous tree has often been 
identified with one of remarkable shape which stands at the top 
of the field above mentioned, about a hundred yards to the left 
of the path, and is certainly a very conspicuous object from the 
Oxford side of the hill. This tree is not an elm but an oak, 
though, as it looks more like an elm than an oak could reason- 
ably be expected to do, this objection is perhaps not fatal. 
The conclusive argument against it la the fact that it is decidedly 
on the Oxford aide of the ridge, and consequently does not com- 
mand the view which is hero spoken of : perhaps it may have a 
aide glimpse of Ilsley Downs, hut of tba "Vale " and the "three 
lone weira " it can see nothing. Moreover, no one coming up the 
track by Chilswell farm could fail t< 
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that the tree must have been od the soath'West port of the hill, 
for it looks on Itsley Downs, which are nearly dne SOaCh, the 
Tale, tliat U the Vale of the White Horse, which U aonth-weet, 
and the 'youthfnl Thames' with its three lone weire, to the west. 
There ia no elm qnite at the summit of the ridge which answers 
to the description, but there is one a few feet below it which 
commands exactly the view described, and is a ma^ificent tree, 
very conspicuous from the valley on that side of the hiU. This 
tree grows near some cottages by the path which come* up from the 
villwe of Wootton. It is not necessary, however, to inaist on a. 
particalar existing tree ; the tree may be imaginary, though the 
other localities are resJ. This, indeed, would be rather character- 
istic, for the anthor sometimes mixes up fact and fancy in a 
rather puzzling way, of which a good example is afforded in The 
Church of Brtm. 

16. ttie tlirea lone wain : probably the three immediately 
above &block Hythe, the Arh, Hart's, and Longley's. The 
Thames here, above the junction of the Evenlode and the Cher- 
well, is naturally mnch smaller than it is below Oxford. 

le. Note that the scene of this poem is laid in winter, wbei:«as 
that of The Sdwiar-Oipgy is at harvest time. 

36. this many a year Hy pipe li lost. Matthew Arnold had 
published no volume of verse since 1S67. 

44. lonr'd, 'frown'd.' The word is pronounced here as a 
dissyllable : so ' Are ' and other such words are usually dis. 
syllables in Arnold's verse. On the other band 'mowers' in 
1. 127 counts as one syllable oidy. 

46. Borne Ufe of men onblest, etc. Shortly before leaving 
Oxford Clough had been much affected by the sufferings of the 
people in IreUnd at the time of the ixitata famine ; but it seems 
likely that his resignation of tutorship aud fellowship was 
connected more with religious than with social questions. 

51. So, some tempeitnoiui mom, etc. Arnold says in a letter to 
his mother (April 7, 1866), "The cnckooonthe wet June morning 
I heard in the garden at Woodford, and all those three stanaiH 
you like are reminiscences of Woodford. " 

57. So have I Iieard, etc. The cuckoo ctianges his note in 
Jane, and this may perhaps be regarded aa his parting cry, but 
he does not actually depart till a month later. 

62 St The rioh peacefulness of this stanza should be noted, in 
conti«Bt with the unquiet storminess of the preceding one. 

72 ff. The idea of this stanza was no doubt partly suggested 
by the well-known lines from the Lament for Bitm, commonly 
ascribed to Moschus, which begin alai toI ^laXix"' V-^ "^ '<":* 
xiwer i)\wrT-cu. 'Alas, when the mallows perish in the garden, 
or the pale-green parsley, or the curling anise, they live again 
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74. nncmmpling' : that is, opening out its curled mid ommpled 
fronds. The expression seems to tie anggested by the ti9a\ii 
oBXor irjjeor of the Greek lines referred to above, where tthor 
means cuiled or crumpled. 

78 f. Clougb's poems were not much to Arnold's taste ; no 
doubt he thought them U>o anpolished ; nor were they much 
known beyond a limited cirele of friends. 

82. Bnt wlten SloUlan sbepherds, etc. The two stanzas which 
follow are suggested by il. 121-133 of the LoTneat for Bioa. 
BiOD and Mo^uus were Sicilian pastoral poete, younger con- 
temporaries of Theocritns. The passage referred to begins, 

It may be thns translated : ' And I for this sorrow lament, shed- 
ding tears for thy fate : and if I might, even as Orpheos went down 
to Tartarus, as once Odysseus, as Alcides in former time, I too 
would have gone to the house of Plato, that I might see thee, and 
if then shouldeat sing any song to Pinto, that I might hear what 
thou singest. Vet to Proserpine do thou play something, and 
sing some sweet pastoral strain : she too is Sicilian, and she 
played once in tlievs.)leys of Enna, and she knows the Dorian lay: 
not unrewarded shall be thy singing ; and as to Orpheus once ^e 
gave back Eurydice for bis sweet harping, so she shall send thee, 
Bion, back to the hills. And if I too had skill in piping, I 
myself would make music before Pluto. ' _ _ 

86. Vbe mvennttted feriT's flow : that is, the ferry over which 
no living soul ix permitted k> pMS. 

92. Doriaii : that is, SicUian. Theocritus and hia school of 
pastoral poets wrote in the Doric dialect, 

95. Buna: the place whence Proserpine, accordingto the myth, 
wSiS carried off bj Pluto. 

106. Um Fyfleld tr«e. Bee note on The Seholar-Oipny, I. 89. 

107 ff. The meadows by the river both above and below Oxford 
produce abundance of fritillaries in spring. Enaham is about 
five miles above Oxford, just on the other side of Wytham Hill, 
and Sandf ord about four miles below the city. 

122. ItWT* the IoOb, etc. These must be the lock near God- 
stow Bridge and that at King's Weir about a mile above it. 
" Wytham flats " wonld be the meadows between Wytham and 
the river. 
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131. tlM nlgltt. The expresBiou is here metaphoric&l, referring 
to the sense of advancing age, yet, as if in harmony with this, 
the night ia actually closing in upon the hilla, aa we see from 
11. 161 fF. So in harmony with the next atonza, " And lona the 
way appears," we tind that the 'signal-elm,' the object of the 
qneat, when at length it ia found, is too far off to be reached 
before darh. 

133. I ■•• ti«r veil, etc. So in Collins' Ode to Evening : 
" And marks o'er all 
Thy dew-y fingers draw 
The gradaal dusky veil." 
But here it is the evening of life that is referred to. 

136. aprent, 'sprinkled.' 

149. the oharm of thy repose, that is, of the repose which 
thon art now enjoying. The poet, wearied by the earthly tnrmoU, 
is inclined to envy his friend who reposed from it ; therafot« 
evidently there can be no very passionate sorrow for his fate.. 

167. Amo-Tale. Florence is in the valley of the Amo, and 
here Cloagh died and was buried. 

175. boon, 'pleasant,' 'good.' 

177. the great Kothsr. This name belongs in mytholwy to 
the Mother of the Gods, Ehea or Cybele, but she is so c^ely 
connected with Deraeter, Mother Earth, and with the productive 
powers of the earth generally, that we may here suppose the poet 
to mean some personification of Nature. In Weatminaltr Aibejf 
the Mighty Mother is clearly Demeter. 

182 ff. The author's note on this stanza is as follows : 
"Daphnis, the ideal Sioiliaa shepherd of Greek pastoral poeti?, 
was said to have followed into Phrygia his mistress Piplea, who 
had been carried off by robbers, and to have found her in the 
power of the king of Phrygia, Lityeraes. Lityerses used to make 
strangers try a contest with him in reaping com, and to put 
them to death if he overcame them. Hercules arrived in time to 
save Daphnia, took upon him the reaping contest with Lityerses, 
oi'ercame him, and slew him. The Lityerses- song connected 
with this tradition was, like the Liniis-soog, one of the early 
plaintive strains of Greek popular poetry, and used to be sung by 
corn-reapers. Other traditions represented Daphnis as beloved 



d made a fountain spring up in the place from which 
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he ascended. At this fonntam the StcihoBS offered yearly 
sacrifices." There is a so-called. Lityersea-song In one of the 
IdylU of Theocritus, but it is only an ordinary reaping-Eong, 
with no mention of the Lityerses legend. 

216 f. See note on The Scholar-Oipay, 1. 67. 

223. laant a stormy note, et«. The reference ia chiefly, 
perhaps, to Clough's poem of Dipgychm, while the "happy 
country tone " of the preceding line is suggested by the BolhU of 
Tober-na- Vudich, 

226. t&on wsat mnt«. In the latt«r years of his life, Cloueh 
produced poetry only in times of enforced leisure, as when he 
was travelling for his health. The last year of his life was 
spent abroad, in the south of France and m Italy, and to this 
apparently the last lines of the stanza refer. 

234. Compare Lines written in Kensington Oardtna, 25 ff. 
There the soul which is disposed to think that there is no peace 
on earth, is reminded by the peace of nature, even amid the city's 
jar, that there is a ca&n which may be attained by resignation 
and by sympathy : here the spirit which faints with fatigue and 
fear, is spurred on by the assurance derived from the permanence 
of things in nature, of fields, of trees and of hills, that there is 
still an object which may be attained by exertion, and which it 
cannot choose but seek, even though beyond the grave all may be 

The stress laid here on the continued existence of the tree 
is rather in favour of the supposition tliat it is an imaginary one. 
To stake so much upon the survival of an actual individual tree 
would perhaps have been too reckless. 



STANZAS FROM CARNAC. 

Camac is in the sonth of Brittany, overlooking the penlnsnla 
and bay of Quiberon. It is celebrated for i1« vast array of 
Druidic stones, arrayed in lines on a wide heath. The approach 
Is marked by a prominent cairn, called the Tombelle de Saint- 
Michel, from the ehapel surmountinff it. This is a cone of 
loose stones at the eastern eitremity of the Carnac stones, and it 
is this that is referred to in the first stanza. This poem was 
first published in the volume of 1867. 

1. knoU, 'hillock'; ori^nally a Celtic word, and so all the 
more appropriate here, in connection with the great Celtic 
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the puaage qutHM in the note to Balder Dead, Pt i., 1. 93. 

From the myiterioiu cb&racter of deatiny is derived the laodem 
mekniog of the word, denoting that which is itntnge and rather 

BWfuL 

Brittany was the scene of many of Merlin's enchantments, 
and it was here, in the foreat of Brocelituide, that he was 
•uppoaed to lie confined under a spell. It ia thia story in fact 
that Isetdt of Brittany tells to the children in Arnold's poem of 
Triitram and laadt : 
" She told them of the fairy-haunted land 
Away the other side of Brittany, 
Beyond the heaths, edged by the lonely aea ; 
Of the deep forest-gladea of Broce-liande, 
Through whoae green boughs the golden sunahine creeps, 
Where Merlin by the enchanted tnom-tree sleeps," etc. 
9 ff. The atonea are described in Murray'e Handbook for Franci 
as "grey stones, rude blocks set on end, angular, showing no 
marks of polish, and hirsute with the long mosa which has 
covered the hard surface of the granite." They are ranged in 
eleven rows, making ten avenues or aisles, through which priestly 
processions may have passed. 

26 f. The western side of Quiberon Bay is formed by a long 
low peninsula, which curves out to aea for a distance of about 
ten miles. In 1795 on expedition of 6000 French emigres was 
landed hero from a British squadron, and was almost entirely 
destroyed by the Republican troops under General Hoche, while 
the ships were prevented by a storm from rendering efiective aid. 
2S. loyal blood, because they were fighting for the Royalist 

30. no Mil, i.e. no shout from one vessel to another. 

33. Ah! whara Is he, etc. "The author's brother, William 
Delafield Arnold, Director of Public Instruction in the Punjab, 
and author of Oal^fld, or Fellowship in the Ecut, died at 
Gibraltar on his way home from India, April the 9th, 1859." 

38. the aook of Bpaln : Gibraltar, which is just within the 
Mediterranean. 

41. 'Oh that he could once have reached,' etc., a wish. 



A SOUTHERN NIGHT. 

This poem refers to the same event as the preceding one, the 
death of the author's brother on the voyage home from India. 
Cette, where the scene of this is laid, is situated upon a strip of 
land between the open Mediterranean and a lagoon, whioa is 
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one of a sefiea lying along this co&st. Hence the reference in 
bhe first abonza, where the word ' free ' applied to the breaking 
of the sea ia in contrast to the enclosed water of the lakes. 



7. that lorely monntslii-lliw ; the range of the Cevennes 
behind this coast. 

11. beacotia : a Terb, meaning 'ahinea aa a beacon.' 

14. osee of yor* : an allusion to the poem called A Summer 
Night, published in the volume of 1852. 

21. thla HiaiMiil deep : cp. Sekolar-Qlpty, 214, "the blue Mid- 
land waters." 

26. fordone, 'worn out': to 'fordo' is properl7 to 'do away,* 
hence 'deBtroy,' aa in Shakspere, King Lear, v. iii. : 

" Your eldest daoghters have fordone tbemaelvea 
And desperately are dead." 

27. teen, ' grief.' His wife had died in India : cp. L 60. 

43. bnmoiu : an Arabic word ; the name of an upi>er covering 
worn by Arabs, with a fold to be put over the head. 

63. when moniliiK'a aacred fOunt, etc. That is, in the for 
East, which may be conceived to be the source of the sunlight 
that comea from thence. 

57. The irony lies in the contrast between the weary labonra 
of their life and the peacefulnesa of their graves. 

71. poaaesE our sonl: a Biblical phrase, "In your patience 
posseaa ye your Boiila, " happily seized by the poet and applied in 
a different meaning from that of the text. To 'poesess our 
Boul ' is here to gather our thoughts together in quietness and to 
realize what we are and what is the meaning of our life, instead 
of allowing all reflection to be overborne by external things. In 
the Staraas /rom the QraTuU Charlre^ief Arnold uses the same 
expression in a, context which throws light on the meaning. 

75. The calm Mediterranean is, as it were, a level floor paved 
by the moonlight. 

77 ff. Some sagv, etc. We are reminded of the Parqn Bhagot, 
who is described for us by Mr. Rudyard KiplinH in the Second 
Jungle Book. Such men get their daily food by begging and are 
gladly supported by the villagers, who dealre the prayers of the 
holy men as a protection, "^long as there is a morael to divide 
in India, neither priest nor beggar starves." 

94. Saint Lonla was the moving spirit in the lost crusades, and 
himself died while engaged upon one, in the year 1270. 

133. Wbat else, etc, That ia, as the next lines explain, 'what 
else ia bright and calm T ' 
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RUGBY CHAPEL. 

Dr. Arnold, the father of the poet, died in 1S42, after luiTiiig 
been for fourteen years headmaster of Rugby. He was baried 
under the oommiiiiion-teble of the acbool cbapet and a Bimple 
Btone with his name now marks the place of bis grave, which is 
iost below the ohancel steps of the present enlarged .building. 
The charactertetict which are cbieSy dwelt upon in this noem are 
the oombined strength and sympathy which made bim the guide 
and support of those weaker than himself, and tbe steadfast 
detornunation, so far as possible, not to let those perish who 
were under bis care. Tbe poem was published in tbe volume of 
18GT. It is written in tbe same kind of loose dactylic verse 
without rhymes which is used in The Strayed Beveller, mHaworih 
Churchyard, and in several other pieces. 



26 fr. Early in the morning of the 12th of June, 1842, after 
Dr. Arnold had been making preparations for the journey from 
Rugby to Fox How at the beginning of tbe midsummer holtdayB, 
he waa seized with an attack of angirta pectoris, and died within 
a few hours. It may be noted that the death of Matthew 
Arnold himself, April 15tb, 1888, was almost equally sudden. 

54. dim, because moral distinctiooa are not clearly realized. 

60. tMy BlMtlt Han anA tbere. Cp. Tennyson, In Mtmoriam, 
LUt. 12: 

" Yet who would preach it as a truth 
To those that eddy round and round," 
where the expression is used of a life without serious purpose. 

S6. bnt It leads A long:, staap Joumsy, etc. We have here 
much the same idea of scaling a. mountain height, which appears 
In Thyrsis, 141 ff., "And long the way appears," etc. 



o be read here as a dissyllable, 'cat'ract«.' 
106. wltlk lip* BtanUy comprsMi'd. Cp. Scholar Gipsy, 194 1 
"With close-lipp'd patience for our only friend." 

' Who but for my knowledge of thee 
n of the heart, so poor and soul- 
iaai me.' 

190. Ye, like ansela, appeal : that is, the heroic helpers and 
friends of mankind spoken of above, the servants, or rather the 
sons of God. These^indeed are the same who are spoken of in a 
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former poem, The I,ord's Idataigen, but there we find leas hope- 
fulness than here : 

" Ah ! How tew of them nil. 
Those willing servitnts, shall stand 
In the Master's presence again I 

" Hardlj, hardly shall one 
Come, with countenance bright, 
At the close of day, from the plain," etc. 



LATEE POEMS. 

Ill hia later years Arnold exercised his powers aa an elegiac 
poet chiefly upon the occasions when some loved pet animal died. 
The only eiceptiun was on the occasion of Dean Stanley's death, 
when he wrote the fine poem called Wegtminiita- Abbey. The 
other "Later Poems" are Oeiat'a Grave, Poor MaUhiojt, on the 
death of a favourite canaiy, and Kaiser Dead, a half- humorous 
commemoration of a dog of leas pure breed than Geist. Arnold 
himself and his famCy were fond of animals, and these elegies, 
especially the first, have a surprising degree of tenderness, and 
yet at the same time they are fi*e from sentimental eiaggeration : 
tbey are models, in fact, of what such poems should be. 



GEIST'S GRAVE. 

Oeist was a Gei 
Matthew Arnold's 

15 f. The poet himself supplies the reference ; 

" Snnt lacrimie remm et mentem mortalia tangunt." 

22. centnrieB : n dissyllable, like ' cataracts ' in Bugby Okapel, 
L 92. 

46 G. The actions described are of coarse Imaginary. 

51. OroEEluf: the troteula^. The scene of this would perhaps 
be Fox How, near Bydal Water, the residence of the author's 
mother, 

66. thine &bs«iit m&ster, the poet's son, Richard Arnold. 

70. ra tlie Portamontli road. The crave therefore would be at 
^^bham In Surrey, where the author lived in later years. 
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^actniUan'e CIngltsh ffilaasks. 

The foUmuing Totvma, Qtobe Sm, are ready or in pr^araiiaa. 

AODiaOH— SBUOTIOHSrBOHTBBSpramTOH. ByK-DBiaHTOII. 2B.6d. 

ADDiaOH and BTEELE— CovebiiEI Pafrbs fbou tui Speotatob. 

^ E. Duqhioh. la. 9d. 
ARHOLD'S POEHB— SELBonoiis. Bt O. 0. Haoadiat. 
. BACON— Essays. By F. G. 8klby, M.A, 3b. ; mwad, 2«. 6d. 
— ~Tbi Advakcieiient of Leahninq. B; F. Q. Selbc, M.A. 

Book I., 2b. Book n., 4a. 6d. 
BUREE— UEfLEOnONS OH THE FbENCE BETOLUTIOH. Bj F. a, SlLBT, 

M.A. 5s. 
Sfixcb on Aheeioan Takatioh ; Spuoh on Conoiliatioh with 

AKERiaA; Lbtteb to the Shbbiffs or Bbistol. Bj F. Q. 

Selbt, ALA. 3d. Sd. 
BTBON — Ceilde Habou). By Bdwakd E. Hobbis, M.A. [In Prep. 
CAMPBELL— gBLBOnOHS. BfW.T. Webb, U.A. [In Preparation. 

CHAUCXB— 3ELBonoHB noM Cahtebbdbt Talbb. Bt H. Cobson, 

4s. ed. 

CEOBEH SHauSH— Selectiomi from Wordsvorth, B;roD, Shelley, 

Lamb, and Scott. With ahort Mograpbiea and notee by A. 

Elub, B.A. 2b. 6d. 
COWPEB— Ter Tabc Book IV. By W. T. Webb, M.A. Sewed, Is. 

SiLEomoNB FROM Lbttebs. By W. T. Webb, M.A. 2a. 6d. 

Shobteb Poems. By W. T. Webb, M.A. 2b. ed. 

DBTDEN—SBLKCTSATiSEa— Absalom andAciiitophki.;TheHedali 

Mao Flbcknoe. By J. Chustok Ooluns. la. 9d. 
QOLDSHITH— The Tbatbllbb and The Desbbted Villaor. By 

Abteub Babbktt, B.A. la. 9d. The Tbaveileb (tnd The 

DESEBTSD Villaob, aepftntel " 

J)EH TBEASUBT OF SONQ 

By W. Bell, M.A. 3b, 6d. 
OKAT— Poems. By Johr Bbadbhaw, LL.D. 1b. 9d. 
EELFB — Essays Wbtitin in the Iktebvalb or Business. By 

F. J. EowB, M.A., and W. T. Webb, M-A. 1«. 9d. 
JOBKBON— Life op Milton. By K. Deiqhtos. 1b. 9d. 
LAMB— GasATa of Elia. By N. L. Hallwabii, H.A., and 3. 0. 

Bill, B.A. :<a. ; aewed, 2a. M. 
MACADLAY— EsaATONAnuiBON. ByJ. W. HALEa,M.A. [TnlhePreit. 

EsBAT ON Wabhen Hastinqb. By K. Dbihhton. 2a. 8d. 

Life of Dktdbh. By P. Pbtebsoh, D.So. (In the Preu. 

IjIFB of POFE, By P. pBTEBHON, D.So. [IntkePreu. 

— — EasAY ON LoBD CiiVE. By K. Deiqhton. 2b. 

EaSAY ON BOSWELL'S LtFS OF JOHNSON. By B. F. WiNOH, M.A. 

2a. 6d. 
MALORY— MoHTS D'AarHna. By A. T. Habtin, M.A. 
HILTON— Pabadise Lost, BooKa L nnd II. By Miohafl 
Machillan, B.A. la. 9d. BookBl.-IV., eeparatelj, la. 3d. eaob ; 
aewed, la. each. 

L'Alleobd, 1l pENaEBoeo, Lyoioas, Aucaiies, Sonnets, ko. 

By W. Bell, M.A. la. 9d. 
— OOMOS. By W. Bell, M.A. la. Sd. ; sewed. Is. 
— Sambon AaoNiSTES. ByH. M. Pebcival, M.A. 2a.; sewed, la, 9d. 
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iEMB of EHOLAHD. a SeleotioD of Englbh Fatriotio Poetry. 
ByHB. Oeobge, M.A,. and A. Sidqwiok, M.A. 2b. 6.1. 
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